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PREPACE. 



The object of this Kttle work is to add 
one drop to the vast ocean of " PubKc 
Opinion" (that mighty sea "which sways 
kings and thrones) on the all-important 
question of the day — ^the Irish Land 
Question — which will shortly be before 
Parliament, where it will, I trust, re- 
ceive all the consideration it deserves. 
The system of Irish landlordism is so 
infamous in itself, that it needs only to 
be known in order to be condemned 
from the throne where it has so long 
administered its reign of terror, I am 
conscious that this little book is not free 
from defects, but the fact of my having 
snatched the hours devoted to its execu- 
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tion from the time of sweet repose, and 
the precious moments of my toiling in- 
tervals, will, I trust, amply apologize 
for whatever crudeness may appear to 
mar its polish. I will not, therefore, 
detain the reader further by apologizing, 
but will simply retire from the scene, 
and permit "Evelyn Clare" to make 
her debut and speak for herself. 

Eeigena. 

Birmingham, Jan. 1870. 
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!l!flE WEECKED homesteads. 



CHAPTEB I. 

THE OliABS FAHILT. 

In a pleasant sequestered vale in one of tlie 
western counties of Ireland there once stood, or 
stands, a grand mansion C0.11ed Esker House, 
thickly covered with matted ivy, and rearing its 
bold front high above the tops of the tall poplar 
and ashen trees which stood around it, as if 
placed there with mlitary precision to keep 
watch and ward of the portly building, the chef 
d'ceuvre of Castlevale architecture, which stood 
apart from the villages of the neighbourhood, as 
if aware of its own superiority. In front of Esker 
House was a spacious lawn, stretching far down 
to the brink of the picturesque lake, the waves of 
which came and went with measured time tlqoh 
its sandy Bhore like so many g\axiV» Tvg'g\^^* 
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Farther along, the water'^ edge met the Grove of 
GaBtlevale, which was clad in all the richness of 
its foliage, the time at which my story opens 
being midsummer, and the green and blossomed 
trees were decked in all their grandeur, whilst from 
out their boughs sang the thousand ^'warblers of 
the woods/' making the glen resonant with song. 
To the west of Gastlevale rose ridges of undulat- 
ing hills, the tops of some hiding themselves in 
the clouds, as if peeping into heaven. Gastlevale 
was the name given to the neighbourhood of 
which I write. It was a large expanse of country, 
embracing some of the most fertile as well as the 
most sterile land in the western province, and 
it formed no inconsiderable portion of the county, 
more particularly as it could boast bf Esker 
House. 

The inhabitants of Esker House were happy, 
as indeed were those who lived in proximity with 
it, on the estate known as the " Gastlevale Estate." 

** Anna, you wouldn't guess who has returned 
to the neighbourhood,*' said a middle-aged, good- 
looking counti7 gentleman, entering the drawing 
room, where his wife was seated, looking over 
some samplers, which apparently had been re- 
cently worked. 

" I have no idea, my dear," replied the lady, 
IsjiDg down the samplers, and looking up, as if 
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the words addressed to her had awakened her 
curiosity. 

" You shall not be long so ; it is the Rev. Mr. 
Baymond, who has just finished his studies at 
college. He has come to pay his parents a visit, 
ere going to his new appointment in Galway. t 
bear he is a clever fellow, and that he is going to 
a very rich living. He seems very much im- 
proved in his personal appearance, too, very 
much ; you would scarcely know him.*' 

" Indeed, Egbert !" 

" Aye ; in fact he is a fine fellow altogether." 

"Why did you not invite him to spend an 
evening with us ?" 

" So I did, Anna." 

" And what did he say, Egbert dear ?" 

" Oh, * he should be delighted ; nothing would 
give him greater pleasure, in fact.' " 

" I must tell Evelyn : she will be so pleased to 
see him, I'm sure. I trust sb^ will have over- 
come her former stupid prejudices, and receive 
him with a good grace. Did he mention her 
name, Egbert ?" 

" Oh yes ; he inquired most diligently after 
both her and you." 

"How foolish the good dear girl must have 
been to be led away by such silly noWoxi^J^ ^^\^ 
HxB. Clare; ^'really it was too "bad oi \iet\ wA.^ 
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whenever I reproved her for it, she would say that 
she would never consent to he a parson's wife — 
she did not like the idea at all. However, I trust 
that she has forgotten all this, and that she will 
not allow herself to he the slave of her pride any 
longer/* 

"Well, candidly," said Mr. Clare, "I cannot 
see the girFs fault ; and I think, Anna, we should 
not interfere in the matter at all. A parson is 
not such a great chance for one in whose veins 
runs royal hlood." 

*' Eoyal fiddlesticks, Eghert ! Eeally one would 
think that you had heen having a lesson of some 
Papist or other. And the manner in which you 
speak! I am sure,** she added, *'in fact, my 
conscience tells me that if we do not endeavour to 
make Evelyn like the Eev. Mr. Eaymond, that 
she will yet be wedded to some Papist, and what 
a disgrace that would be, my dear. Just consider, 
study the spiritual interest of your child ; I might 
say your only child, for EflSe is virtually dead to 
ns, since she chose to marry for herself that 
Catholic. Of course, he has wealth, but then 
what is that to the spiritual wealth which we 
should all of us acquire. And just fancy this 
place being in the possession of a Catholic after 
our death — it is too horrible to contemplate. 
Catholics ! I utterly detest all such canaille.** 
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^'My dear Anna, there are not the slightest 
grounds for your apprehensions ; there is no fear 
of a Papist ever coming into possession of our 
place^ so> therefore^ do not conjure up a ghost 
with which to haunt your conscience. It is 
better, much better, to leave Evelyn to her own 
discretion in the matter of her choice." 

" I wish you would have the interest of your 
child more at heart," said Mrs. Glare; ^'really it 
shocks me to think that you should be so indif- 
ferent to her future happiness." 

Mr. Clare was about to reply, when he was 
interrnpted by the servant, who entered with a 
letter. 

"From the lieutenant, I'll engage," said Mr. 
Clare, whilst breaking open the missive, which 
ran as follows : 



*' Paris, 

" My dear Clare, 

'' In a few days I intend to start for home. 
I am so unsettled at present that I cannot fix the 
date; sufSce it to state that you may with certainty 
expect me at £sker House within a month. 
With fond regards to my sister and Evelyn, I am, 

'* Yours truly, 

*' LlETJT. (3r. H.. Co^MLLCJ^ 
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" Well, who would have expected his return so 
soon," observed Mrs. Clare, at the conclusion of 
the letter. 

Mr. Glare paused, and then said, "Well I shall 
be happy to see him,lhe is a good fellow." 

It might be well to notify here who Lieutenant 
Gormac was. He was the only surviving male 
descendant of his ancient name, who was of royal 
blood, and possessed a considerable amount of 
property in the West of Ireland. On one of his 
estates, entitled the Gastlevale Estate, stood 
Esker House. It was approached by a grand 
gate, supported by granite pillars, and kept by a 
watchman or gatekeeper. The carriage drive was 
most pleasantly overshaded by trees of different 
species, converting it into a sweet arbour. Lieu- 
tenant Gormac, being of a military turn of mind, 
bought his title in the British army in his 
younger days, and, as a matter of course and 
c6urtesy, retained it, or at least was known by it 
in his older ones. He had never been married, 
as he always entertained the greatest aversion for 
the fair sex, characterizing them all, without 
exception, in the same category as " a lot of false 
and faithless individaals." I myself cannot say 
how far this classification may be correct in its 
application to some, but as the lieutenant made 
no exceptions, I must only take exception to his 
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theory on the grounds of its being altogether too 
sweeping. As the lieutenant was unmarried, and 
therefore unblest with an heir to his vast estates, 
he had some few years previous, when attacked 
with a severe fit of illness, made a will in favour, 
of his sister, Mrs. Glare, bequeathing to her his 
entire possessions, including Castlevale Estate 
and Esker House, where, with her husband and 
daughter Evelyn, she resided. Mrs. Clare was a 
staunch Protestant, viz., she denounced all proxi- 
mity to Soman Catholicity, holding in supremet 
contempt that doctrine — or, in common parlance, 
she was what might be termed a Papist hatef— 
i^nd therefore a good staunch religious Protestant, 
for she held that these terms were synonymous in 
their meanings* Her husband, Mr. Glare, was 
not altogether so strict in the observance of his 
religion, which was the same as his wife's. He 
was inclined to think kindly of the Papists, and 
was, therefore, in the sight of his better half, too 
lax, too careless, about the eternal truths, aQ 
preached by the founders of Protestantism* 

Notwithstanding this trait in the character of 
Mr. Clare, he was withal abrupt and decided in 
temporal matters, and would insist, on almost 
every occasion, on his views being carried out, at 
least as far as his authority extended* In this 
terrestrial sphere of existence, many are the ills 
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which flesh is heir to, and many the chastisements 
visited on ns poor mortals, and Mrs. Clare was 
not withont her portion. Poor soul! her eldest 
daughter Effie did not think so much of her 
mother's religious opinions, and, forming a wholly 
different view, thought fit to actually not only for- 
sake the religion of her mother, but get married 
to a papist. This, of course, was a lamentable 
state of things ; but such was the case, and great 
was the shock which Mrs. Glare sustained in con- 
sequence. Mrs. Glare was, however, determined 
that her daughter Evelyn should be better pro- 
vided for, not in a temporal way, for EflSe's hus- 
band had riches endless, but in a spiritual sense, 
and for this truly laudable object, she resolved 
that her daughter should form an alliance with 
the Bev. Mr. Eaymond, a young gentleman of 
respectable antecedents and most propitious 
prospects. Evelyn, however, disliked the Kev. 
Gentleman, and what was worse, entertained a 
strong liking for the old Gatholic Faith. This 
was strange, but such having been the case, I feel 
myself bound to record it. 

There lived on the estate not far from Esker 
House, a middle-aged woman, at whose cottage 
Evelyn Clare was a constant visitor. The good 
woman being possessed of an extraordinary good 
memory, stocked with truths of the Gatholic 
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Churchy did not fail to impart what knowledge she 
possessed to the faithful, attentivOi and confiding 
girl. 



CHAPTEE IL 

EVELYN CLARE. — TJNEXPEOTED GUESTS.— LOVE AT 

FIBST SIGHT. 

Evelyn Clare was n young lady of some nine- 
teen years of age, and possessed of all the charms 
which tend to ma^e nature beautiful. Her hair 
was black as the plumage of a raven, her cheeks 
glowing with roseate freshness : her eyes were 
dark, lustrous and captivating. She was pos- 
sessed of a graceful figure, which combined with a 
modest mien and a refined education tended to 
make her a most lovely young lady. She had 
JQst returned, after having paid a visit, in her 
accustomed way, to her preceptress in religion, 
Mrs. O'Dowd, and entered the parlour where her 
mother was alone. 

" Well, Evelyn, my dear, you will be so glad 
when I tell you who has arrived in the neighbour- 
hood/' said Mrs. Clare. 
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and her husband. At supper Mr. Clare was first 
to open the conversation. 

"What is your opinion on the present state of 
catholicity in this country, Mr. Raymond?" he 
inquired. 

" Well," replied the Rev. gentleman, " I think 
that is well nigh extinct now, as far as practice is 
concerned. Yet I doubt not that its spirit exists 
to a great degree in the hearts of the poor be- 
nighted peasantry, out of whose minds nothing 
can shake popery." . 

" And if its spirit exists, as you admit, I can see 
no logical reason why we should continue to 
endeavour to abolish the practice of the system ; 
depend upon it, that some day ere long, that same 
spirit of popery will burst forth into practice." 

" Ah ! as to that, I hear that it is practised in 
secret even now, and that Mass is said regularly 
by the priests, outlawed as they are, in woods and 
hidden places." 

*'I often think, Mr. Raymond," observed Mr. 
Burke, " that there must be something good in a 
system of religion, that inspires men with such a 
love as to lay down their lives for it— -that also 
leads them to suiOTer such privations as I learn the 
priests do, for their proscribed Catholic faith." 

" So do I," said Mr. Clare. 

" Ah, bless you, that is nothing ; it is merely 
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the essence of superstition, which a ritual system 
has infused into the minds of those who practise 
it. Andy as for men laying down their lives, 
becoming martyrs — what church can boast of such 
a glorious list of martyrs as our own grand 
reformed chm*ch ?" said the Be v. gentleman. 

"Very good," said Mrs. Clare, "that's right; 
those priests, bless you, can do anything they 
please with the poor Catholics. Do you know I 
think there is something awful to be abhorred in 
the sight of a priest. I always used to think so, 
and I think so now, too. I wonder what they are 
like, those priests." 

Mr. Clare laughed heartily, and Evelyn gave her 
mother a look which, if not reproachful in itself, 
was something akin to reproach. 

" I suppose, mamma," she observed, '* they are 
not such hideous monsters, that you should be 
frightened at the sight of one of them." 

" Very good. Miss Clare," said Mr. Eaymond, 
"but you know the religion they teach is 
monstrous enough. What think you ?" 

" Oh, she thinks like her mother, of course," 
said Mrs. Clare, " eh, Evelyn my love ?" 

** Well, if you will have me offer an opinion on 
catholicity," replied Evelyn, "I can offer none, 
not being acquainted with its doctrines and teach- 
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ings ; but I nevertlieless candidly think that the 
Catholics are a persecuted people." 

"Ah, that we admit/* said Mr. Raymond, 
anxious to keep up the conversation, *'but they 
are persecuted deservedly." 

If Evelyn cared little for the Bev. gentleman 
before, she cared less for him now, and certainly 
wished in her own mind that he was somewheie 
out of the house. There was a pause, which was 
broken by the ringing of the front-door bell, which 
being rather loud, sounded audibly in the room. - 

In a few minutes the servant entered, and an- 
nounced the arrival of Lieutenant Gormac, and 
another military gentleman. 

"Dear me !** ejaculated Mrs. Clare, "how un- 
ceremoniously, to be sure. Just like military 
men, regardless of etiquette." 

"Oh, my uncle !" exclaimed Evelyn, rising in 
the impulse of her natural affection, " I must go 
and meet him." 

" Let your papa go, my dear," said Mrs. Clare. 
And, accordingly, Mr. Clare went to meet the un- 
expected guests. 

The arrival of the lieutenant was not, in Mrs. 
Clare's opinion, of sufficient importance to upset 
the carrying out of the programme which she had 
-Bet down for her evening party, so she therefore 
desired that Evelyn should favour her guests with 
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a song, Tvliich she executed in first-class style^ 
being possessed of a rich natnral voice. Then 
she played a piano-forte solo^ which was as effec- 
tively and efficiently rendered. Lieutenant Cor- 
mac was one of those eccentric old gentlemen who 
regarded what Mrs. Glare termed etiquette as 
*' Bosh." I must confess that this expression 
savours of a little uncouthness^ hut the blame 
rests on the lieutenant alone. 

When Mr. Clare entered the reception room he 
was greeted by the lieutenant with ** Well, Egbert, 
old fellow, how d'ye do ? This is a young mili- 
tary friend of mine," and he introduced the young 
general who accompanied him as General De Yoy. 

*' Where is my little pet Evelyn ?" inquired the 
lieutenant. 

*^ Oh, she is entertaining a few friends with a 
song and a tune on the piano-forte." 

" An evening party, eh ?" 

" Well, yes, on a small scale. Will you and 
General De Voy have any objection to join us ?" 

''Oh, not at all; we shall be most happy. 
What say you, Louis ?" 

V With all my heart," replied the young general. 

** Very good : then we shall not detain you 
longer from your guests, Egbert. I will introduce 
my gallant friend by-and-bye." 

Mr. Clare rejoined his party^ and announced to 
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them the arrival of the lientenaut and a yonng 
handsome general of the French army. Upon 
hearing this announcement Evelyn's cheeks tinged 
under such a slight rush of natural crimson, 
like a streak of the rosy sunlight rushing upon 
the features of some saint painted on a cathedral 
window, and lighting them up in all their pristine 
beauty. There was a slight embarrassment in 
Evelyn's movements ; I cannot term it mauvaise 
honte, as it was (perceptibly) most becoming. 
Then Mr. Baymond asked her to favour him with 
another song ; he left the choice to herself, for in 
truth he was not particular. He wished to hear 
Evelyn sing, whilst he turned over the music for 
her. No matter how discordant the sounds which 
her embarrassment impelled her to produce on 
the piano, they were all richest music to him^ 
and, as '^ Music hath charms," we need not 
wonder that the reverend young gentleman, who 
was already a slave to love, felt himself charmed 
by both powers combined. In figure and features, 
indeed, Evelyn Clare would charm the soul of the 
most eminent sculptor that ever traced the poetry 
of nature with chisel — nay, even Michael Angelo 
himself would find in her a subject worth the 
attention of his mighty genius. The lieutenant 
and his companion were about making their entre6 
on the scene when, hearing the song which 
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Evelyn was singing, they restrained themselves 
nntil it was over, lest, entering, they might debar 
the party from the fall enjoyment of the treat. 
It was a simple Irish ballad, a favourite of 
Evelyn and of her uncle also. At its concln- 
sion the old lieutenant, who held the door ajar, 
entered and exclaimed, ^^ Bravo I bravissimo ! 
capitally sung, by Jove!" Evelyn did not feol 
composed jast now, that her uncle so unexpectedly 
should be the first to applaud her efforts to please 
the guests, the rest of the party taking up his 
cue. But Evelyn, heedless of their approbation, 
and covered with blushes, hastened to kiss her old 
uncle. The old son of Mars embraced his pretty 
niece, after which, in his bluff fashion, he admin- 
istered to his companion a slight rebuke for 
lingering so behind. He then introduced General 
De Voy to Evelyn, after which he gave him an 
universal introduction to the company. Mrs. 
Clare was deeply impressed with the noble appear* 
ance of the young Genenil, and made it her duty 
to have a special introduction to him, declaring 
him a credit to his couutry. Well, so he was ; 
General Louis I>e Voy, laden with military 
honours, athletic, and blessed with a prepossess- 
ing appearance and manly figure, was most un- 
doubtedly a credit to any nation. The eveuiu^ 
wore on ; EyeJ/n played and sung wV\.\x csv^^^A 



18 BYELYN OLABB ; OB, 

effect^ and General De Yoy^ whom the lieutenant 
introduced as a capital pianist and singer, acquitted 
himself effectively by his execution of one of 
Pergolese's favourite pieces, indeed his chef 
d'ouvre, establishing himself in the good graces of 
the entire company. 

It may be noted here that though the Bev. 
Mr. Raymond joined in the universal applause 
bestowed on the General, he hated him in his 
heart. He could not tell why, but such was the 
case. Yet there was a heart in the assem- 
bly who, as unaccounted for, loved him quite 
as much. And the General had a heart, too, 
which beat quickly as Evelyn electrified into 
music the chords of the piano, a heart that felt 
electrified also, not into music, but something 
more ethereal, more lofty, that ennobles the feel- 
ings even more than music ; something to which 
the charms of music must pay tri))ute, being the 
superior of music, namely, Love ! Ah, Monsieur 
De Yoy, I pity you. You have contested many a 
battlefield, but were never conquered until now. 
Dost thou know who is the captor of thine affec- 
tions ? A sweet creature, 'tis true, very true, but 
a Protestant also. Between her faith and thine is 
a vast chaos to be bridged over; for you are a 
strict Catholic. Would that love were more reli- 
gions ; but nO| love is unsectarian in its tenets. 
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has been, and will be so, for augbt I know, to the 
end of time. The General little knew that she 
whom he felt he loved at first sight, was wooed by 
another, and that other a minister of the creed, 
she professed. Had some one explained the 
matter to the yonng General, he might have beea 
awakened to his real position, but as there was no 
one to explain the matter thus to him, he fell in 
love blissfally ignorant of his situation. Time 

* 

wore on with anecdote and song, and at rather a 
late honr the party at Mr. Glare's house broke up, 
apparently in joyous spirits, though in reality 
there were more aching hearts than one that 
succumbed to the contagion of love. 



CHAPTER m. 

WINE AND VILLANY — PLOTTING AN EVICTION — IN THE 

BENT OFFICE. 

Adjoining the Gastlevale estates was a vast 
piece of property in the possession of a young 
nobleman named Lord Ironhoof, who resided in 
London, and visited his property only twice a 
year, to receive the rents from his tenants. In 
common with all absentee landlords, he had a 
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deputy or agent, who resided on his estates and 
transacted business, almost at his own discretion. 
It happened to be rent day, and Lord Ironhoof 
and his agent, Mr. Gore, were busy receiving the 
rents in the house of the latter. The peasants 
crowded round the door and in the lawn in front 
of the house, as only one was admitted at a time. 

" Well, Gore, we must at once proceed to busi- 
ness. What is the first name on your list?" 
0aid Lord Ironhoof, addressing his agent* 

** The first name is Misther Hogg, the local 
xnngistrate,** replied Gore. 

** Ah, yes, to be sure, call him in." 

"He is waitin' in the parlour. He wishes to 
spake to you before proceeding to business." 

"Very well, let him come in." And accord- 
ingly, the magistrate was ushered into the rent 
office. 

" Good morning, Hogg, my dear fellow. How 
are you ?" said Lord Ironhoof, shaking him cor- 
dially by the hand. 

" I am quite well, I thank your lordship." 

" Any favour to ask of me, eh ?" 

** Well, yes, there is a matter of much import- 
ance that I wish to bring under your notice." 

" Very well, before you begin will you take a 
glass of wine with me ?" 

*' Thank yoxx) I shall feel honoured," replied 



THE WBSCKED HOMESTEADS. 21 

the magistrate^ and accordingly the sparkling 
wine was brought into requisition. 

Mr. Hogg, the agent Oore, and the landlord^ 
partook of it pretty freely, and then the magis- 
trate Hogg, after some few preliminary hems and 
haws, began his request. 

** My lord, you are aware that a stringent rule 
exists in this country for the annihilation of 
Catholicity or Popery ; and, in order to carry that 
law into e£fect, it was deemed advisable by the 
authorities to outlaw the priests of that forbidden 
religion." 

''Very true," replied the landlord. "What 
then ?" 

'' As one of the persons who are appointed for 
the administration of law and justice, I would not 
be doing my duty unless I apprised you, in the 
first place, of a case which has recently come 
nnder my notice. One of your lordship's tenants 
actually harbours a Catholic priest, notwithstand- 
ing the flagrant manner in which, by so doing, he 
violates all laws and orders of the Government to 
the contrary. His house has been searched 
times innumerable, yet his vigilance and the vigi- 
lance of the priest have foiled us in catching the 
object of our pursuit." 

" But what of that, Mr. Hogg ? You have no 
direct eyidence against the tenaut \iti\aV ^\x^ Mvccl^ 
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fi8 you do catch the priest in his house^ and until 
then I think either you or myself are powerless to 
act in the matter/ Have another glass of wine.*' 

*' My lord, I have the most conclusive proofs 
that he harbours a priest. One of your agent's 
baili£[s, an honest sort of fellow, swears to me 
that he has attended prayers at the house of the 
inan to whom I allude^ when the priest was there, 
and offered up rosaries and other Popish ceremo- 
nies." 

"And what would you have me do with the 
tenant?" 

" It is your duty to evict him, my lord." 

** What is his name ?" inquired Lord Ironhoof. 

" 0' Shea, Richard O'Shea." 

'* See how he stands on the rent-roll, Gore." 

*' He is quite clear up to the present," said the 
agent ; " but I believe the charge brought against 
him by Mr. Hogg to be substantially correct." 

** You see, Mr. Hogg," said the landlord, " he 
has regularly paid his rent, and, in the event of 
iny evicting him, it is questionable whether I 
could get such another good tenant to replace him. 
It is true I have given my consent for evictions 
based on as trivial charges, but it seems this man 
is very punctual in his payments." 

"My lord, I perfectly understand your per- 
plelity for your own interest in the matter, and I 
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must say that every credit is due to yoa for thie 
carefal eye you have to business ; but when I can 
assure you that you will not only have as good a 
tenant as O'Shea, but that you will also receive 
a sum of money for the possession of his holding 
of land, I think you can relieve your mind from 
any apprehension of your personal loss." 

" Oh, that is another consideration ; jn that 
case I will uphold the law rigidly : let the Papist 
be evicted by all means. But might I ask who is 
to be the incoming tenant, who will pay me this 
sum of money for possession of O'Shea's land ?" 

" Well, your lordship, the keen sense of the 
duty I owe the Government as magistrate of the 
district impels me to say to you that I would 
undergo any sacrifice to uproot Popery; and if 
you have no objection I will take to his land, it 
adjoins my own. And I will, I have no doubt, be 
as punctual a tenant as O'Shea.*' 

"Oh, very good. Why didn't you say you 
wanted it, at once, and so facilitate the matter ?" 

"But I deemed it necessary to oflfer you this 
eclaircissement, lest you should think that it was 
personal gain rather than a deep sense of duty 
that prompted me to this course." 

"Well, Hogg, my good fellow, let us say that 
it was a mixture of both," and the landlord 
laughed boisterously, Mr. Hogg joining in it morp 
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from eyincing a sort of appreciation for tbe land- 
lord's hon mots, rather tbau the giving way to any 
outburst of joyous feeling: for though be was 
ecstatic by his success in obtaining a promise of 
O'Shea's eviction, bis heart was too callous, and 
^is mind too much engrossed with sinister mo- 
tives to indulge in 



«< 



The load laugh that speaks the yacant mind." 



*' Well, that matter is settled. Mr. Gore can 
see tbe matter carried into effect, and then you 
become tbe rightful possessor. What sum do you 
purpose paying for the possession ?*' 

" Well, what do your lordship require ?" 

^' I have no idea. Settle that matter with my 
agent." 

'* I thought about twenty pounds," said Hogg. 

" Very well, that will do." 

** I can pay it to you now, if you choose to 
accept it." 

** Of course, my dear fellow, I come here to 
transact business." 

And, accordingly, tbe magistrate, in addition to 
tbe usual rent of his own farm, paid the sum of 
twenty pounds for the betrayal and eviction of a 
poor harmless family from their home, and, re- 
ceiving tbe acknowledgment of his lucre, he left 
the rent ofBce. 
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BicLard O'Shea was the next name on the rent 
roll, and lie answered to it immediately it was 
called, and was shown into the presence of Lord 
Ironhoof. 

" Well, O'Shea, have you got your rent ?" de- 
manded the landlord. 

" Your honour, I haven't got the whole av id. 
I'm short a pound, but I will pay that to Mis- 
ther Gore^ the agent, in the coorse of a months 
when I" 

*' Stop, stop ; no idle excuses. Time is pre- 
cious on my hands," said the landlord, haughtily. 
** Have you, or have you not, got your rent ?" 

"Well, your honour, I have got the amount 
you charged me last year, but I uudherstand that 
you have ruz the price of me land this year, and 
all I am defishient is the rise you put on me." 

" What rise do you speak of, fellow ?" 

"Well, your honour knows best. You know 
that when I improved my house, and reclaimed 
some of the waste bog that was on my land, you 
Bent the appraisers to valuate id, and yon thought 
it was worth more rent than usual. I was ex- 
pectin compensation for me work, but instead 
o'that I must, I see, pay you for what work I did 

meself." 

^*ril have no insolenl excuses, fellow; if you 
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have not got the full amount of your rent, you 
must only prepare for a notice to quit." 

*' Oh, yer honour won't be so sevare. My poor 
little girl is lyin' on her death-bed at home, and 
for God's sake do not threaten me with that !" ' 

"Hold your Popish tongue, and leave my 
office." 

" Oh, me lord, I'll borrow the remainder of the 
money from one o' the tinants outside, and bring 
it to you. Do not, oh do not be harsh with me ; 
I always paid me rent regularly." 
. "Ay, .that's all very well. There is another 
serious charge against you. You are condemned, 
and therefore I will not tolerate such a character 
any longer on my estate. Leave the office." 

" Hear me, Lord Ironhoof, for mercy's sake." 

"I will not hear another word. If you do not 
leave the office I must have you forced out." 

O'Shea essayed to ask an explanation of the 
serious charge against him, when a ruffianly dissi- 
pated fellow laid hold of him by the collar, and 
threw him out of the office. 

** Ah Mike," said O'Shea, rising from the flags 
upon which the ruffian threw him, " is that how 
you serve me now, and the many times that I 
sheltered and fed you under my own roof before 
you got to be a bailiff of Lord Ironhoof 's ?" 

The ruBan made no reply, but scowled one 
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repulsive look at O'Sbea^ and tamed back into the 
o£Sce. It was the same Mike who gave the magis- 
trate bis information about O'Shea having har- 
boured a priest in bis house, — the information 
that formed a plea for the avaricious magistrate to 
accomplish bis lucrative fiendish purpose. 

Murmurs of disapprobation ran through the 
crowd of tenantry outside the rent office, as they 
saw the treatment which O'Shea had received 
from the bands of the ruffian bailiff, whom they 
all detested. And with fear and trembling each 
in bis turn approached the rent office, until the 
rents were all paid. Poor Richiard O'Shea, per- 
plexed at the mysterious charge against him, went 
to bis home with a heavy heart, wondering to 
himself whether, after all. Lord Ironboof would 
carry out bis haughty threat. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

THE SHEPHERD SEEKING HIS FLOCK.— MASS IN THS 

PENAL DAYS. 

" The candles are lit in the lonely glen. 
The priest is Tested, the clerk is there, 
A stone for an edtar^ and women and men 
Are gathering ronud in the midnight air.** 

BUADH. 

Not far from Esker House stood a little cottage* 
This was the dwelling-place of widow O'Dowd, to 
whom Evelyn Glare was in the habit of paying as 
many visits as she could, for the old woman used 
to instruct and amuse her with telling incidents 
of the Catholic Church, to which Evelyn always 
listened attentively. Widow O'Dowd's cottage 
was of humble structure, half stone and half turf, 
and neatly thatched with scraws and rushes. To 
the cottage was attached a garden which was 
partly attended to by the widow herself, and partly 
by her son Peter in his spare time, which was 
veiy little, considering all the work that fell to his 
share at Esker House, where he was hired in the 
capacity of ploughman, groom, and coachman, 
and where he also acquitted himself creditably to 
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the great satisfaction of his master. Tbe widow 
was very proud of her "boy" as she called him, 
thongh, indeed, he had long since entered the 
stage of manhood* And well she might be proad 
of him, for he was her chief support and comfort 
in her bereavement. She was acquainted with 
bow matters stood at Esker House, in consequence 
of her being very often employed there to assist 
the servant. And nothing, not even a love affair^ 
is sacred from the tongues of servants, who I 
believe, in this wise, do not differ very widely from 
the majority of the fair sex. 

The long sunny days of torrid summer had 
given place to the short cloudy ones of frigid 
winter, and Mrs. O'Dowd, in order to counteract 
the effects of the frost, had put on her cottage 
hearth a nice turf fire, in tbe centre of which she 
placed n large piece of bog-deal or fir, which 
lighted up the interior of her humble dwelling. 
The night was not dark, for the stars shone out 
brilliantly in the frosty sky. As it had freezed a 
few days previously, there was a considerable frost. 
The wild birds crowded on a little stream of spring 
water which was adjacent to widow 0'Dowd*s cot- 
tage, and she could distinctly hear the flapping of 
their wings as she stood at the door of her sheeU 
ing, taking a survey of the heavens. Mrs. O'Do^i 
was a good hying Catbolic, and in conBeqvieu<^^ o\ 
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her ancestors' long connexion with the Esker 
House family, she was granted the use of her 
present little home daring life, free of any rent. 

She had jast shut the door of her cottage, and 
returning to the hearth, she knelt hy the side of 
the comfortable fire to say her prayers. She had 
not long knelt ere she was interrupted by a knock 
at the door. She paused, and thought to herself 
where she should hide away her beads when the 
knock was gently repeated. 

** Virgin Mary, pray for us," she ejaculated fer- 
yently, at the same time hiding her beads away in 
her bosom, as careful as a miser would hide his 
gold, then summoning up courage, she proceeded 
to open the door. When she beheld him who 
stood there, she made an humble curtsey and bade 
him enter. 

" God save all here," said the stranger, entering 
the cottage. 

"Musha, God save you kindly and you are 
heartily welcome Father Dwyer," said the widow, 
who seemed overjoyed that she should be visited 
by so distinguished a visitor, for whom &he at 
once provided a chair, or what I might term an 
apology for one. It might have created a smile in 
our day to hear the term ** reverence" addressed 
to an individual attired in the garb of him whom 
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the widow addressed as Father, Dwyer. Shake- 
speare's idea that 

** The apparel oft proclaims the man" 

would not be true applied to him dressed in the 
habiliments of a poor toiling peasant. A pair of 
corduroy breeches, connemara stockings adjusted 
at the knees by means of a suggan or straw rope, 
blucher boots, an old frieze coat with gilt buttons, 
a slouched hat, having for its band a hay rope, 
and a loose neckerchief formed the principal part 
of his reverence's attire. It is needless to say 
that in this costume, no one would have taken 
him for a priest. It was necessary for Father 
Dwyer to assume this dress, as the authorities in 
those days bounded down on the Catholic clergy, 
and hunted ,them like game from place to place. 
And it was for the object of evading them, that 
the Bev. Gentleman dressed as I have described. 

Mrs. O'Dowd, on seeing the good priest, ur- 
gently pressed him to partake of something to 
eat. " I have some beautiful eggs and some fresh 
butter and milk with the finest potatoes you would 
get in a day's walk;" said the widow, "TU just 
boil a few in the skillet* for your reverence, they 
wont be long doing," she continued. 

**I do not wish to put you to the trouble," said 
Father Dwyer, ** I thank you all the same." 

* A smaU iron pot. 
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Though, indeed, the poor priest had not tasted 
a morsel of food since eight o'clock that morning. 

** Why, then, 1*11 take no excuse now," said the 
widow, hurrying about her work, and in a few 
minutes the potatoes were boiling over the bril- 
liant fire. Then she lighted a rush taper, and 
placed it in a small piece of stick, which being 
split at the end and firmly fixed in a piece of 
wood, served for a candlestick. 

" Then I was just tellin* my bades over an' 
sayin' my prayers to myself, when you knocked 
at the door,'* said the widow, resuming her seat 
by the fire. 

"I am Sony that I interrupted you," said 
Father Dwyer, '* but"— 

'* Stop now Father Dwyer, don't say you are 
sorry, shure it gladdens my heart to see you. Oh, 
I wish I could see you as you ought to be, and 
not hunted about as you are 1" 

"'Tis God's holy will," said the priest, ''and 
you know we should always resign ourselves to 
His divine ordination. A time will come when 
we will be able to proclaim our holy religion with- 
out fear of bringing down the edicts of the law ou 
us." 

'^ Then may God send that time soon and sud- 
den !" was the prayer of the widow. 

'*Mj object in calling to see you, widow, is, to 
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let yon know that at six o'clock in the morningy 
Holy Mass will be celebrated with God's help in 
the wood yonder, at the brink of the lake, by the 
Bide of Corrig-dhu* when I hope that every one 
who can, will avail themselves of the opportunity 
afforded them of assisting at the Holy Sacrifice.'* 

*' Then the Lord be praised and thanked for 
that !" exclaimed the widow. *' I must let my 
poor boy know of it," she continued. " It will be 
glad news for him." 

By this time the potatoes were done, and the 
widow acquainting herself of the fact, hurried to 
prepare them for his reverence. She soon laid a 
neat table for her guest, which presented a rather 
enticing appearance; the steaming potatoes and 
fresh butter, eggs and milk, which the priest pro- 
nounced very good. Father Dwyer ate but little, 
notwithstanding the pressing invitations of the 
widow ; and after again reminding her of the fact 
that Holy Mass was to be celebrated in the morn- 
ing at Corrig-dhu, he took his leave of her. 

''Then, God guard you this blessed night," 
said widow O'Dowd, as the priest left her cottage ; 
then she returned to hfir prayers, in the course of 
which she did not forget to pray for poor Father 
Dwyer again and again. After she had finished 

• TIm blaek^ or dadc rock. 
8 
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her prayers, she was startled by another knock at 
the door of her cottage, to which she responded 
a la sentinel. 

" Who's there ?" 

'^It's me, mother,'* said the person outside; 
and the widow, who recognized the voice to be 
that of her son, hastened to open the door for 
hihi. 

**I am very glad, Pether, that you came to- 
night." 

'* Why, mother?" 

" Because Father Dwyer has only just gone, and 
he tells me that — "* 

"Hush, mother!" said the young man, *'I 
thought I heard some one talkin'." 

It was only the scream of some wild bird pass- 
ing over the cottage. And after mother and son 
had listened with breath suspent, she resumed. 

** Father Dwyer tells me that there is to be 
Holy Mass in the mornin' airly, at six o'clock,' in 
the wood, by the side of Corrig-dhu." 

"Mother, I am very glad you tould me, for it's 
only the other day that Misther De Voy was axin* 
me if I knew where he could go to Mass." 

" My son, he's a stranger, and you don't know 
but he was thryin' to find out where the Holy 

* It waa treason in those days for a Catholic to proclaim his 
religion^ 
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Mass would be said, so that the poor priest would 
be taken an* hung, as he would be if they caught 
him." 

*^ Ah, mother, he is different to that, he's as 
good-hearted and kind a young man as ever I 
met; he is a good Catholic." 

" Very well, my boy, if you are shure o* that, 
you can tell him to-night when you go back to the 
Big house." 

** Throth, the young misthress is head and ears 
in love wid him, so she is, and the sorra wondher, 
for he is a fine boy entirely. Oh, mother ! if I was 
Bich— " 

" Don't talk so, Pether." 

"Well, I only tell you, mother, there is no 
harm in that, shure. The raison I came over 
to-night was, to tell you that they want you at the 
Big house beyant to-morrow to help them do some 
work." 

" Very well, my boy, now thry and get off in 
the mornin' to go to Mass." 

" Yes, mother ; good night." 

** Good night, God bless you, asthore /" 

And, accordingly, Peter O'Dowd ran off to the 
Big house, where he met the young Frenchman, 
whom he made acquainted with the important 
news which his mother imparted to him. 

ItoniB De Voy was up betimes tlie iie:L\»morcLVCL%, 
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and so was Peter O'Dowd^ who met him in the 
hall. 

*'Are you ready, Misther De Voy?" said 
Peter, 

" Aye, ay, come along, or rather, lead the way, 
for you must act as ^uide on this occasion," re- 
plied the General. 

Then they rushed into the cold dark air, 
silently, and proceeded in the direction of Corrig- 
dhu, to the — what shall we call it? we cannot 
call it a church — well, we will say the good old 
Catholic saying, they proceeded to Mass. The 
rock, Corrig-dhu, and the trees, had partially 
sheltered the spot chosen for the offering of the 
Holy Sacrifice, from the snow which fell heavily 
during the night ; but there was a slight sprink- 
ling of snow, notwithstanding, as the trees were 
leafless, and, consequently, were not so effectual 
in keeping off the snow as they otherwise might 
have been; and the small rock, which was to serve 
for an altar, was covered with snow, which had 
fallen through a crevice in a projecting ledge of 
Corrig-dhu. 

The clerk was flot long removing the snow from 
the altar of stone, upon which he spread a baize 
eover to protect the white altar cover from the 
damp. It was a touching and most imposing 
eight, to see the devoted congregation crowding 
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op from all sides of the wood^ and kneeling in tbe 
cold biting air, before the simple altar upon which 
a few candles were lighted, which glimmered in 
the distance like a will-o'-the-wispi and which 
made the whole scene enchantingly strange. At 
this point Louis De Voy and Peter O'Dowd put 
in appearance, and the congregation displayed 
some signs of discomfiture at the appearance of 
the moustached stranger amongst them. Louis, 
howeyer, seeing this, went up to Father Dwyer 
and spoke to him in French, whereupon the priest 
allayed the fears of his flock. Then the Mass was 
began and gone through, the devoted congrega- 
tion kneeling most part of the time in reYerenc& 
to the Holy Sacrifice, notwithstanding the in^ 
clemency of the weather, as devotedly and reve- 
rentially as though they were worshipping in some 
grand cathedral, with elaborately cushioned seats 
and tapestry. After the Ita Missa est, and the 
last Gospel was read, a few words of hurried 
advice were administered by the pious Father 
Dwyer ; exhorting his congregation to keep fast to 
ihe faith of their fathers, amidst the trials, tribu. 
lations, and persecutions with which they were 
hemmed in, and then he concluded with a bless- 
ing. The morning was intensely cold, and Louis 
De Voy, to whom such a scene was a novelty, was 
much struck by the devotedness of the people. 
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The scene in itself was truly striking, and not to 
«ay deeply interesting to one who was brought up 
in a country which was essentially Catholic in 
every particular; where grand processions on fes- 
tival days, and every other ceremony connected 
with catholicity, were performed with all the pomp 
and magnificent splendour of the Church. It was, 
in reality, a touching sight to see a poor congre- 
gation kneeling beneath the blue vault of heaven, 
on the snow-covered earth, offering to God the 
religious impulses of their souls. It was hard to 
see the priest standing at that rude altar offering 
up to God the Holy Sacrifice — that true and un- 
spotted sacrifice instituted by Christ — ^but to a 
Catholic, harder still was it to see so holy, so 
pure a holocaust offered up in the frigid air 'neath 
the shadow of the rough Corrig-dhu, in a land 
where it was treason to adore God in a Catholic 
spirit. But banned as was the priest and they 
who participated in the Holy Sacrifice — cold and 
chill as was the earth where they knelt, they felt 
it the greatest blessing heaven could send them, 
and for that '* Holy Sacrifice" they would have 
freely offered up their very lives. 
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CHAPTER V. 

A MUSIC LESSON ; AND A LESSON IN LOVE. 

** ^....THth the prowling wolf eonstrain'd 
All night to wake : with hunger he is pain'd, 
And I with lore. His hunger he may tame, 
But who ean quench, O cruel lore! thy flame ?" 

The inhabitants of Esker Honse were to all 
appearances happy^ and the marriage of Evelyn 
Clare with the Bev. Mr. Baymond was looked for- 
ward to with great interest. Preparations were 
made to that end, and sandry lectures were de- 
Uvered by Mrs. Clare to her daughter on her 
future happiness. Evelyn was, though a listener, 
an unwilling one, for she hated the Bev. Mr. 
Baymond, notwithstanding the avowed love of 
that gentleman for her. She loved another, a fact 
which her mother little suspected, but which was 
not a bit the less true in consequence* 

Such is life J Young hearts will love their own 
way, and it is useless counselling them to love 
one whom they dislike, for that could not be love 
at all ; and the more they are advised in the mat- 
ter, the stronger grows their dislike for those 
whom they are counselled to love. &\ic^\l ^ ^o^vx:^^ 
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hemg as opposite to the cause thongbt to be served 
as the occidental is to the oriental. 

General De Yoy was a great favourite with Mrs. 
Clare, for snch his many accomplishments had 
made him; bnt she wonld never think of her 
daughter being nnited to him. Oh no ! Evelyn 
snrely wonld not think anything of General De 
Yoy, certainly not — had not she been engaged to 
the Bev. Mr. Raymond ? 

Yery good, Mrs. Glare, snch is yonr idea, bat 
yon do not know all. Lonis De Yoy was a clever 
pianist, and was very fond of practising on the 
pianoforte; that beantifol one of Mademoiselle 
Clare's that stood in the drawing-room. It was a 
birth-day present given to Evelyn by her nncle. 
Lieutenant Gormac. It really was astonishing to 
mark how fond Evelyn became of her music lat- 
terly. Mrs. Glare was very glad to see it, yet she 
could scarcely account for it ; but 

" There were more things in nature 

Than were written down in her philosophy t" 

The young General had brought with him such 
sweet bouquets of music, and those were the very 
ones Evelyn loved to practise. One day she was 
receiving a music-lesson off the young General, 
when he took from his portfolio a new piece of 
musio which he played with much effect, and 
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which highly pleased his fiEdr pnpil. I said it was 
Dew ; bat no, yet it was new to Eyelyo, she had 
never heard it before, nor anything she liked so 
well as it. It was the '^Adeste Fideles/* that 
sweet hymn so familiarly grand and pleasing to 
the heart of every Catholic. 

Louis De Yoy could not resist the impulse of 
singing it ; it was a grand Tenture, yet he sung it 
with much vigour. At its conclusion, Evelyn 
expressed* again her delight and appreciation of 
it, and nothing would do but she must practise it 
herself. 

'' Is it not delightful !" she said, as she slowly 
played the music to it* 

'* So it is, Ma'amoiselle,*' said Louis. 

'* I shall practise it once more," she said, and 
accordingly, she played it over again. 

** Should you like to visit Paris, Miss Clare ?** 
said Louis after a pause* 

" Nothing would give me greater pleasure," she 

replied. "How I should like to visit your 
beautiful churches !" • 

" But you are to be married soon, you know, 
and then mayhap yourself and the Bev. Mr. 
Baymond ^11 go there. In case you do, you 
must not fail to call and see me. I must acquaint 
the Bev. Mr. Baymond of the matter." 

Oh^ MonBienrDe Voy!" she said ftOttwdviJ^^^ 
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" I am sure I will never like liim, I cannot like 
him, and I am sure I shall never marry him, it is 

mamma's desire that I marry him; but then lean- 
not like him.'* 

''Were I sure of this — " said the General 
slowly. 

"You certainly don't doubt my words," said 
the confiding girl with tears in her eyes. 

" Oh no ! no Ma'amoiselle," said the young 
General somewhat confused, and regretting that 
he expressed himself so, whilst his heart throbbed 
violently. Yes, that heart that braved the roar of 
cannon, undaunted — that never quailed when its 
possessor led on the charge of flashing sabres on 
the battle-field, throbbed quickly before a glance 
from the dark eyes of that simple Irish maiden. 
Oh wonderful power of Love ! 

"Evelyn," said the General — "I beg your 
pardon — Miss Clare, there is something I fain 
would impart to you, ere I return to France. I 
go shortly, and I would wish to be aware of one 
thing ere leaving Esker House." 

Evelyn's cheek tinged crimson, and she pro- 
ceeded to turn over the leaves of the music book 
in rapid succession, as if seeking some particular 
part of music — though in reality she knew not 
what she did, iior cared she for the music of the 
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pianoforte^ for Louis' words were music to her 
Bonl ! 

**You do not seem to heed me Miss Clare," 
said the Oeneral, after a long pause, ''or perhaps 
my departure hence is of no importance to be 
noticed particularly ; if so, what I have to commu- 
nicate will not, indeed, be of much value to you ; 
yet you might hear me — hear what I have to say, 
and then if my narrative prove uninteresting, you 
might have the condescension of a newspaper 
editor, and say, * declined with thanks.*" 

Evelyn could not resist indulging in a smile, at 
the serio-comic turn which Louis' sentimental 
speech had taken. < 

"Really, it is too bad of you. Monsieur De 
Voy,'* she said. 

" Why Monsieur De Voy," said the General, 
"why not call me Louis ?" 

*'But remember you called me Miss Clare," 
she replied slily. 

" Very true ; but now I propose at once," 
said Louis smiling, " that before proceeding to 
any important business, you agree to call me 
Louis." 

" I second that proposition with all my heart," 
she said, " but I have also a proposition to make, 
namely, that you call me Evelyn." 

And there, and then, it was mulxuBJlj ^^^^^ 
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that onr hero and heroine should know each other 
only by the names, Louis and Evelyn. 

** Evelyn," eaid the General, f'l think I ean 
repeat my qaestion now with more confidence, and 
that I can also tell you of a matter, which for days 
and weeks — nay, since my arrival at Esker House 
— has been the source of much anxiety to me." 

^' Well, I am all attention," she replied, and in 
that attention, a keen observer might notice an 
eagerness to learn something also, that something 
the General was'about to speak. It is astonishing 
to xiotice with what attention a young lady will 
listen to a story, in which she knows she is about 
to be the leading character herself: and though 
she may feign indifference, or make a ludicrous 
attempt at doing so, yet there is nothing in which 
she is mote interested at the same time. But 
Evelyn feigned no nonchalance to the General's 
story, on the contrary. She was not so well 
acquainted with love matters as to be (like our 
city-bred ladies) able to toy and trifle with men's 
hearts; no, she was truthful, honest, and con- 
fiding, and so Louis De Yoy thought as he 
essayed. 

*' Evelyn dear, you will be indulgent -with me, if 
whilst in relating this matter to you, I say any- 
thing which your gentle Jiature might deprecate ; 
hehjg, as I am^ more acquainted with the rough 
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mde trials of a witrrior^ than the more polished 
etiquette of a courtier. The dangers which beset 
a life on the battle-field, are more akin to my 
nnconth self than those charms which gild a draw- 
ing room ; therefore, without further preface, let 
me tell yon what Inred me hither, and also request 
you for an answer to a delicate yet simple ques- 
tion." 

Eyelyn's gaze was fixed firmly on the floor 
during these words, and it was not until the young 
Gteneral took her "delicate hand in his, that she 
raised her eyes and looked in his face, in every 
line of which she could trace an expression of 
frank and honest candour. When she reflected 
on his words of '* battle-field and warrior," she 
felt at once a love amounting to admiration for 
the chivalrous young soldier whom she knew 
loved her — for virtuous women, (like virtuous 
inen,) love chivalry. Her young heart fluttered in 
its encasement like a dove newly caged, and she 
felt her embarrassment much abated when Louis 
broke the stillness by proceeding. 

'*lt was your uncle's constant description of 
your good qualities that seized me with an ardent, 
passionate desire to see you, and on his proposing 
that I should accompany him hither, I was only 
too glad to give my assent. The desire which 
yottt nncle'd portrayal of you \xa3L tnrg\MiVA^ *V2^ 
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my soul — the desire to see jon — ^became more 
intense nntil it matured itself into a pure ardent 
loTe. 

'^I need not tell jon that jonr picture is the first 
which loTe enshadowed in my soul, and that I 
knew nought of love, save that maternal love, 
which from childhood to death I owe my fond 
mother, nntil I saw thee. I oonld not return to 
Paris withoat revealing to thee the secret of my 
sonl, the secret of all secrets to me, and by me 
even till now treasured most. Evelyn, sweet one, 
I know that withoat thee my future life mnst be 
one blank dreamy desert, without even an oasis to 
cheer me through the weary journey of life. Yoa, 
yourself have avowed to me that yoa do not love 
another, else I ^ should not have troubled you to 
this — what sayest thou ? It is in thy power to 
make me happy or miserable." 

Evelyn was much moved by this frank acknow- 
ledgment of affection, though she was not so much 
embarrassed as one might imagine, for she was by 
some unaccountable means conscious of the fact, 
that she was loved by Louis, and moreover, she 
knew that she also loved him. 'Twas the cohesion 
of two truthful hearts. Yet it had%een arranged 
by her mother that she should marry the Eev. 
Mr. Eaymond, and she knew not exactly what 
answer to make. At length she decided on con** 
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fessing the secret of her yonng and guileless hearfc. 
Oh what a treasure is such a heart ! A heart 
teeming with love^ candour and sincerity^ of which 
the lips are the true exponents, unfortunately for 
more than lovers that so many insincere ones exist 
in our day, who can use their lips to screen their 
evil thoughts, whilst they avow their attachment 
and everlasting friendship for those who trust too 
much in their false promises. With tears in her 
eyes, Evelyn Glare said : 

^' Louis, I feel that I can confide in thee with- 
out reserve. You know that arrangements are 
being made for my marriage with Mr. Raymond, 
yet I will never marry him, I can never like him; 
oh ! I wish I had never ^een him." 

" Nay, stop these tears, sweet girl," said Louis, 
"have hope yet; what say you to coming to France 
with me, eh ?" 

*' But my parents ! Oh Louis, that would be 
too rash a step for me to take." 

"But will you promise me that you will not 
marry the Rev. Mr. Raymond ?" 

" Yes, yes, I promise that I will never marry 
him." 

" But even that is not sufficient, Evelyn, one 
word more. Do you love me ?" 

The maiden answered by an upward glance tti^^* 
spoke more ^eloquently the impulses ol \i«t \i<^^t\., 
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than if the most polished orator had prepared an 
address for the occasion. 

*^ I cannot conceal it longer, I do/' she said. 

'' God hless and guard you, sweet one, my own 
Evelyn/' said the young General, impressing on 
her fair hrow a kiss of pure affection. 

*^ I have caught you at last, ha, ha, ha," said 
Lieutenant Gormac, who had entered unnoticed 
by the lovers. ** So, so, my young Cavalier.** 

Evelyn screamed and rushed out of the drawing- 
room, leaving her music-master to apologise for 
the truant manner in which both tutor and pupil 
were spending their time. Louis De Voy was 
about to venture an awkward apology, i^hen he 
was interrupted by the good-natured old lieutenant 
who shook him warmly by the hand, and Louis 
thought what a kind old gentleman he was. 

"Now my dear fellow," said the Lieutenant, 
** I want you to accompany me on an expedition /' 
and they accordingly left the drawing-room, the 
young General's cheeks highly suffused with the 
couleur-de-rose. 
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CHAPTER yi. 

v^miNa nn& meiun of a notiob to quiT'^^^atbeb 

])WVB]^r-PSU.TH OF JUlTSL^E^ o'mJUi* 

"A lic^t, when daElmess on the nations direlt, 

In Erin found a home ; 
Hie mind of Greece, the waitm heart of 4he Gelt, '< 

The braTepj fit 9oflM*" 

Bvv. Bb* Mubrat, 

When the M«bs ^iras t&idei at Comg-dlra» 
Father Dwyer proceeded to 1)reak&^ at the hoase 
of a man named Eichard O'fihea^ by irhom he 
kad been inyited. The inmates ^ere oyerjoyed at 
seeing his i;eyer6nee amongst them^ and the good 
hamdi/ee^ did aH in her power to contribute to the 
ksppmess of Father Dwjer. Tea was got ready, 
and meryed np in the most recherche Inanner pos- 
sible ibr so hamble a home ; and after that had 
been disposed of, Richard O'Shea intimated to the 
priest that he bad been served with a notice to 
fAi, wbioh expired on the morrow morning. 

^ Yon startle me^^ said the good priest. 

"It is only too thnie/' said 0*Shea, "too 
ihrne.'* 

* BooseTrife, 
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** Were yoa unable to pay your rent ?" inqoired 
the priest. 

" I was deficient a ponnd of it. Father, and that 
ponnd was a rise pnt on my rent on account of 
some improvement that I did on some boggy land 
at the end of my potato field below. Nice com- 
pensation for me, to rise my rint a pound, and 
whin I hadn't got that ponnd, there and then to 
serve me with a notice to quit, an' if I don't be 
gone oat o' this little place to-morrow, to have 
the honse burned over me head!" 

** There must be some other reason for this," 
said Father Dwyer, shaking his head. ^'Have 
you any idea what it is ?" he continued. 

'^ Arrah shure, they can make raisons whenever 
ihey like, and I'm thinkin' that it's that vagabone 
av the name of Hogg, at the top o' the hill, that 
laid an eye of covetousness on my little home this 
time. Shure it isn't long since he axed me 
how much I'd take for possession of me house 
and land, but of course I tould him the thruth, 
that I hadn't power to sell id, and shure when I 
hadn't, I think he went to head quarters, and 
plazed himself there ; that it may not thrive wid 
him is my wish, for he has left many a comfort- 
able family without a home, since he put his un- 
lucky foot in the neighbourhood." 
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"And whero do you intend going when yoa 
leaye here, Richard O'Shea?" 

" When I lave here ! Ah, then, the Lord only 
knows. Share I wouldn't half care for bein' 
tamed oat, cold as it is, and that would be bad 
enough, only for poor Kathleen is so ill, the era- 
thnre, I'm afeard it will kill her to take her out 
in the sharp piercin' weather that's in id," and 
Richard O'Shea drew nearer the fire as he spoke, 
and stirred up the blazing bog-deal or fir, as if 
his impending doom had intensified the coldness 
of the season. 

The heart of Father Dwyer was deeply moved at 
the poor man's situation ; he was, it is true, well 
acquainted with such scenes; but the fact of 
Richard O'Shea's having a weak family, and the 
oldest of them, a flaxen-haired blue-eyed angel of 
some eighteen years of age, lying in the throes of 
sickness, lent an additional interest, and awakened 
a stronger sympathy for his case. Mrs. O'Shea 
sat weeping during the dialogue between the 
priest and her husband. She was rather a good- 
looking amiable person, about the age of thirty- 
eight years. 

"What will we do at all, at all?" she said. 
" Oh, Father Dwyer, aroon, what will become of 
OS and our sick darling, if we are thrown out in 
the cold freezing blast, without a home to b\i^\>&x 
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her ot tts? They mnst he a lieartless set {hat 
would tarn ns out of ho&»6 m ench a state V* 

Night descended) enmantling Gasdetale and its 
vicinity in darknesd, and bringing with it, boniB 
On th« 6tfal gasts of wi^d, heavy snow-flakes^ 
which soon made glen and vale and motmtain^top 
whiter and more desolate-looking, if iideed they 
6onld be, than seen by the eortposnsal vision. 
Towards ten o'clock several of the neighbours 
came, one by one, into the honse of O'Shea, to 
Hvail themselves of the blessing of assisting at the 
Bosary with Father Dwyer. And, in the ootirso 
of half-an-honr later, that fs, half-past ten, when 
in the wild country places all was still and silent 
save the bowlings of the wind, relieved at intervals 
by the screaming of some wild bird in search of 
an unfrozen spring, the people ^assemUed in 
O' Shears cottage, knelt down on the humble Sogt^ 
and there, with the good priest, offered up ihe&t 
prayers to the King of Kings, who will not soom 
the petition of an humble heart. It is certainly 
remarkable to notice with what tenacity the Irisli 
race have clttng to the Old Seligkm amid triaSs 
and persecutions and tortures too n^mferoos to 
mention* Nations and races have succumbed to 
one-half the pressure brought to bear on them ; 
to one-half the persecutions inflicted on the in- 
hahitanta of the ^* Island oi ^amts/' for the faith 
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of tbeir fathers whieh they have kept true to, 
kept unalloyed for centuries. Nothing was more 
dear to the heart of the Irish Catholic in those 
trying times than his priest. Persecntion of holy 
fidth made its minister more dear still to him who 
professed it ; and the persecution of the poor pea- 
sant often made the outlawed and banned shep- 
herd of the flock shed tears of real sorrow for the 
inhuman atrocities to which he was subjected iQ 
the name of law and order. 

Poor Bichard O'Shea slept but yery little that 
night; his brain was racked with the Tisions of 
future miseries, which crowded on him like the 
snow-flakes on his cottage in rapid succession, 
and which, like them, were accompanied with all 
the firigid effects of their icy origin ; and the moans 
of his sick child Kathleen^ which proceeded from 
another room> were darts to his already wounded 
heart. 

''Ah then, Eatty, acushla^" he mattered to him- 
self, " I wonder will they, the tyrants, pffer to put 
you and your poor parents out in the snow from 
house and home? If they do it will be the death of 
yon. Yes, it will be the death of my darling. Curse 
them ! and curse — a thousand curses on tbem ! 
the dogs !" he said, in the anguish of his soul. 
** Oh^ may heaven pardon me," he added. " May 
God look with pity OB my breaking \ieox\»V^ 
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He had scarcely finished his penitential prayer, 
when he heard a faint voice proceeding from the 
room in which Kathleen lay; he listened, and 
this time heard the word ^'Father" pronounced 
faintly* Without farther delay he jumped out of 
bed, and, lighting a candle^ he went to the room 
of the sick girl. 

" Father," she muttered, turning her large blue 
eyes on him. 

" What is it, darlin' ?" 

" I want a drink, father dear. I didn't like to 
call mother, you know she is so tired, wearied out 
with watching me for the last three weeks." 

It was with some difficulty the poor girl 
managed to get through these few words, for she 
was fast sinking, and the poor father thought so 
as he hastened to get her a dri^nk. 

'* Why, then, darling, that it may not thrive 

with the tyrants that served us with the notice to 
quit, and you so" 

Eichard O'Shea cheeked himself; he did not 
finish the sentence, and he regretted that he per- 
mitted himself to allude to the chief cause of his 
own anxiety in the presence of Kathleen, who was 
fio ill and weak. 

"It was too bad of them, father. When are 
we going to leave this house ? I feel very weak," 
sLe added. 
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** Oh, never fear, Katty love ; we didn't lave ifc 
yet asthore, anyhow," said her father, as if to com- 
fort the poor girl* 

^'Bnt ah ! wasn't it crnel of them I Did they 
know that yonr Kathleen was dying, father ?" 

** Now, Eatty, don't make my poor heart worse 
by sayin' that you're dying. Shure, you will soon 
be well again, honey." 

Katty made no verbal reply, but merely shook 
her head, as if indicating that she never would. 

** Is Father Dwyer here tonight ?" she enquired, 
after a pause. 

" He is, asthore. Why ?" 

" Well, father, I am very ill tonight, and I'd 
like to see Father Dwyer, that's all." She did 
not wish him to know that she was so danger- 
ously ill. 

*' You can see the priest in the morning, Katty 
love," said her father. 

'' I will not keep him long ; do, oh do let him 
come now," she pleaded. 

"Try if you can sleep, darlin', and let poor 
Father Dwyer rest until momiug." 

" Call my mother," said the poor girl, who felt 
that her end was approachiug. She knew that 
her mother would more easily comply with her 
request, and prevail on her father to let her see 
the priest. 
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^ Maty^ ftsthote," Mid Bichftrd O^Sbea to his 
wife, 'Tm afraid that poor Katty is dyin'/' 

" Eiohard !" 

^^ She wants to see yoti. Now^ doB^'t begin to 
cry agalDi to assoy the poor child." 

'' Oh, who could help id, Bichard ?"* said Mrs. 
0*Shea. '' Oh, my poor girl 1 ,Tb6 Lord help 
ns, Bichard, this night. What will we do at all ? 
the cruel tyrants that would turn us out of our 
home* Do you think they will, Bichard, and 
Katty so ill V* 

*' Never heed that, Mary, now, but hurry oHj 
dear, and see the poor girl." 

In a few minutes Mrs. O'Sbea was by the bed* 
side of her suffering child, whose fever was raging 
at its height. 

** Katty, love, how are you, avourneen?** 

'' Mother !" said the poor girl, making a fruit- 
less effort to put her delicate arms round h^ 
neck, but she was too weak for even so little an 
exertion, and her hands fell powerless on the 
pillow. Mrs. 0*Shea shed scalding tears as she 
kissed her sweet child, and stnoothed from her 
aching brow the flaxen tresses of her luxuriant 
hair. She heard her Kathleen breathe with noiuch 
difficulty. There was a fitful convulsion of the 
chest, and the sympathetic mother did not fail to 
perceivd at once the real danger of her ohild. 
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Eatbken whispered someibiiig in her mother'9 
ear, and immediately after Mrs. O'Shea called her 
bushand into the kitchen, stating that she wished 
to speak to him. 

** Oar dear child is indeed dyin', Bichard, and 
tibe dear crathnre requests me to ask yon to call 
Father Dwyer to see her* Yea know we would 
Barer forgive onrselves if she died without the 
Hdy Sacraments, and the priest nndher the same 
roof with us. We ought to thank God that he is 
acharra. Now, go and call him ; it won't take 
htm long to hear her confession." 
*' Very well, Mary avoarneen. Shure I will." 
And, accordingly, Richard O'Shea repaired to 
call Father Dwyer, whilst his wife returned to the 
room where her sick child lay. Kathleen breathed 
now more audibly than before, but it was that 
diflBcult convulsive breathing which usually pre- 
cedes death. In a few moments later the priest 
was by the sick bedside, and with much difficulty 
heard the dying girl's confession. Her articula- 
tion was broken, inaudible, and yet forced, even to 
its weak pitch. Her eyes had assumed a wild ex- 
pression — those sapphire eyes, hitherto so full of 
life, and love and joy, now became sightless and 
TBcant; and when her peace was renewed with her 
Maker, the kind-hearted priest, with tears in his 
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eyes, called in her parents^ who waited patiently 
in the adjoining apartment* 

** Kneel down with me/' he said, " kneel down 
and let ns pray for her. She is soon to stand 
before her divine Maker.*' 

The quiet soothing voice of Father Dwyer had 
the effect of solacing the disconsolate parents, who 
sobbed audibly, and Mrs. O'Shea would have given 
vent in louder tones to her grief, were she not 
again restrained by the priest. 

The three knelt in the sick chamber, whilst 
Father DwyQr recited the "Litany for a Soul 
Departing/' and ere the last response was uttered, 
the soul of Kathleen O'Shea had winged its flight 
to heaven, regardless of snow or storm, and at 
the conclusion of the solemn prayer, the cottage 
rang with the sad ulvlu of the broken-hearted 
parents* 



CHAPTER Vn. 

THE SHOOTINa EXPEDITION — ^A HBABTLESS 

EVICTION. 

The snow had just ceased falling, when Louis 

De Voy, Lieutenant Cormac, and Mr. Clare, 

s^ood in the ball of Eskex Houses ready to sally 
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forth on their shooting expedition to the adjacent 
woods, which abounded in woodcock. It was now 
a clear morning, and a considerable depth of snow 
lay on the ground, as it had snowed heavily for 
BOTeral days. The trees around Esker House 
were clad in white, and the spacious lawn in 
front, stretching down to the lake, looked lij^e one 
grand white sheet, so smooth did it appear, it 
being as yet untrodden. The undulating hills in 
the distance looked like giant clififs of chalk, and 
the little cottages — from which issued a thin 
curling smoke — as they lay scattered around, re- 
minded one of being in Lapland rather than in 
the Green Isle of the West. 

Wrapped up snugly in their great frieze over- 
coats, with sealskin caps, deep knickerbockers, 
and fowling-pieces slung on their shoulders, our 
fowling party started on their expedition from 
out of Esker House, puffing their cigsurs and 
chatting briskly on the anticipated sport of the 
day. Peter O'Dowd accompanied the young 
General to beat the bushes, or rather to act in the 
capacity of beater, as they termed it, to startle the 
game up for its doom. 

** We shall require two beaters more," said the 
lieutenant, *' one for you, Mr. Clare, and one for 
myself, to make our little party complete." 

'' Let us croBs through the adjomVxig '^nS^^^ 
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ind W8 will find plenty who will be wry g^ to 
accompany ns>" said Mr. CIare» 

'^Agreed/' replied the lieatenant^ in whosei 
opinion Louis De Yoy ooncorred eon mnore. 

Upon orossiDg Esker Hill^ an eleyation at some 
distance from Esk^ Honse, they could pereeiye a 
large crowd of persons in the vale beyond^ through 
which they must pass. 

''I wonder jrhat can be the matter there/' said 
the lieutenant. 

'* Oh, some faction fight or other^ of courses^'' 
said Mr. Clare. 

^^Let us go and see/' saggested Louis^ who 
longed to witness a faction fight, as he had never 
. seen an Irish one. True, he had seen fights of 
as factious and sanguinary characters ; but a cer- 
tain curiosity arose within him, which he wished 
to satisfy. 

''I think it is safer and better for us not to 
go near them/' said Mr. Glare. 

''But what have we to fear?'^ said the lieu- 
tenant. *' Have we not got our pieces loaded ? I 
am sure they will not interfere with us." 

" Very well ; lead the way, sir," replied Mr. 
Clare. And, accordingly, the party proceeded in 
the direction alluded to. 

As the party reached the supposed ''faction 
£gbt," tbey aoon found that they were disap- 
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{Krffiiedy as fiiere w&i^ no blacktli(mi8 flcnmiAihig 
in the ak , no angry boisioroils discassion, nought 
mte iSie stem vQioe ^f OM whose tone and do* 
meanonr bespoke of a despotic anthority. And 
tlien there was wn «rmed detachment of sokUery 
lo baek up the real actors in the scene. 

'' O'Shea^ yon had better stand aside, and let 
ns help yeu to remore yon? articles of fornitare ; 
we tsame lo take possession, affl possession we 
are determined to hare before we go, at all 
Irazards." These words wei^ spoken by Mr« 
<3tOTB, whom my readers will have known as Lord 
Ironhoef' s agent. 

^'VH ten yon what it is,^' said Richard O'Shea, 
in a tremnlons voice, " yon had better lave ns in 
the house for another week, at any rate, nntil we 
pat onr poor child, that's dead, nnder the clay, and 
look for some sort o' shelter for myself and my 
poor Kttte fanrily." 

" Oh, do Mr. Gore, do, for God*s «ake," snp- 
jJemented Mrs. O' Shea, "and God will bless yon.*' 

" I cannot offer any compromise at all in Ihfe 
matter," said Gore, with compressed brow and 
-scowling look. '' Gome, O'SHea, stand aside nntil 
I carry ont the law, as I must in the execution of 
my daty. 9tand aside, and don*t compel me to 
have recoarse to tviolenoe ; for, ino ma/tter what 
tiMf wnBequeneeB may he, 1 muist %ivie '^^Ms^^mni 
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for Lord Lronhoof, whom I serve, before I return. 
Look, I have the soldiers to back me up, if 
needed ; therefore I request you to yield without 
further parley." 

Father Dwyer here interposed, urging the touch- 
ing case of the bereayed family by the death of 
their child. 

"And at least," he added, "you might post- 
pone the execution of your warrant until such 
time as these poor people bury their child. Alas 1 
they are broken-hearted enough : you surely 
cannot be so cruel, so uncharitable, as to force 
them out in the bitterness of their grief from their 
roof amidst the biting influences of the inclement 
weather. What, I ask you, are they to do with the 
remains of their dear departed child ? Mr. Gore, 
it is in your power to stay this heavy blow, at 
least, for a little while. One short week." 

"It is not sir," said Gore, "it is not, and as to 
your question, what are they to do with the 
remains of their child? why they must do the 
best they can. Why did they not go a^ay the 
day before yesterday ?" 

" The day before yesterday !" echoed Father 
Dwyer, "you surely don't mean that, and their 
child in the throes of death; beware, Mr. Gore ! 
beware of the judgment that might fall on you — 
ihat most aaauieilj will fall on you, if you persist 
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in earrying yonr unchristian threat into execution* 
The All- Seeing Eye is upon yon, and as sure as 
you do carry this fiendish act into execution, will 
punish you with some dreadful calamity— you have 
a family, Mr, Gore " 

" "Who are you, sir ?*' said Gore to the priest, 
the latter, of course, heing as usual attired in the 
humble habiliments in which I first introduced 
him* ** How dare you tell me beware ! I would 
have you know that I can have you punished for 
your threatening language to me. You speak, 
indeed, as though you were possessed of authority, 
you bad better beware, sirrah, lest I put you under 
arrest. I will be trifled with no longer." Then 
addressing Biohard O'Shea, the agent said, 
^'O'Shea, will you stand aside, or will you compel 
us to force you ?" 

Bichard O'Shea stood his ground in the door- 
way of the cottage, with a huge pike in his hand, 
with which he was determined to defend his 
*' eyrie," even at the cost of his life ; but oh what a 
hopeless idea, against such odds! One man 
against the crowbar brigade backed by the bristling 
steel of the soldiers ! 

" NoTer," said O'Shea, " will I leave this, and 
allow you or any other man to enter my home and 
throw the remains of my lost darhn' by the ditch 
like a dead dog, until jou walk over m^ ^wg^^ 
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and the eyes of the peaBaat flashed fi the ageoli 
as he spoke. 

** Enter the house my men/' said Oore^ ** we 
cannot stand here longer to be trifled with by this 
Papist dog/' and as he spoke two burly fellows o| 
his roffian brigade of bailifb rashad jEbrward. 
The bold stand taken by O'Shea took them some- 
what aback^ whilst the glittering sheen of the cM 
steel of the pike made their teeth chatter violentJIy^ 

^* Cowards !*' shonted Gore, '' bow dare yoa 
stimd back? O'Shea^*' be eontinoed^ *' yon h^ 
better leaye the way." 

O'Shea's response being a flashing look irf 
hatred and contempt. Cor his aog«ish atriekeu soiol 
was now goaded to desperation. Matters now 
began to assume a moee seritoias Aspect, and the 
agent was meditating as to whether he shoold 
make some of the soldiers ckarfe the obstmate 
peasttnt or not* 

^' For God's sake^ sxki the love of Sis Blesasd 
Mother, Bichard dear, lea^e the door aathore, and 
let us remove our darlin*. Oh, do, U only for 
her sake ; do, Biohard, or you will break my hjeact/' 
urged Mrs. O'Shea. 

** Mary, lave me — ^love my road,'* said Bichard, 
as she clang to him in a Toice that bespoke hia 
desperation, and he cast her aside. 

The bailiffs^ eUU awaiting their oppertimtty io 
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ponnce on him, yet cowering like two mastiffs^ 
who were afraid to spring upon a lion. 

** I ask yon, for the last time, to stand aside/' 
said the agent, ^' if yon don't, you must abide by 
the conseqaence. I came for possession, as I told 
you before, and I now tell you that I will not go 
without it. Therefore, if you value your life, you 
will at once give up possession, and we will remove 
your articles of furniture." 

"Where will you remove them to?" inquired 
O'Shea. 

"Into the street, of course," was the reply. 

"Then I will not leave this place as long as I can 
keep it, nayther will you go into this house until 
you cross over my dead body." 

" Oh, Bichard ! Richard dear !" said his wife, 
clinging to him, " do let them take possession, it's 
no nse, you know, thryin' to keep it any longer, 
asthore machree." 

The bailiffs, observing this opportunity, did not 
{bjI to avail themselves of it, and whilst the poor 
woman was clinging to her husband, entreating 
him to give up possession, they rushed up. O'Shea 
pushed his wife aside again, but this time it was 
too late ; in doing so, he had occasion to lay down 
the formidable weapon with which he defended 
himself, and one of the ruffian bailiffs, in the most 
dastardly manner, raised the butt en^ ol ^ \ixv%<^ 
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horse-pistol, and struck him on the head with it, 
felling bim to the earth, and Bichard O'Shea lay 
insensible at the feet of his wife* 

"Coward!** exclaimed the priest, **you have 
killed him ; are joii void of all human feeling!" 
The ruffian loeiked at him, and said« 
*' An* you are the priest, are you f* 
Gore muttered something, aj^d his men, after 
securing the stunned man Q*Shea, proceeded to 
their sacrilegious work of devastatioau 

The fowling party, who were witness to all thii^ 
as tbey mingled with the spectators, did noit fail 
to expresst their horror in common with the audi- 
ence, aa they beheld the cruel transaction. Louis 
De Yoy's blood cui*d}ed. He felt that, h^ would 
like to dispatch the heartle^^ agent,^ who was chief 
actor i{^ the drama. Lieutenant Gormac and the 
;young General went up to the agenii, and requested 
him to leave the inmates of the cottage, (who had 
sufficient of trouble), unmolested^ at least for a 
week, until such time as^ they buried their chjld. 
Gore turned round, with a scowl on his repuJaiv^ 
features, and, in the most dogged tones^ saidi,---*- 

"Liei^tenant Cormac, you are going fowling, 
that's yout pursuit and pleasure at this momeoat ; 
J am dioing thie bidding of my master, so jou had 
better mind your sport, and I will mind mc^ busi- 



THE T7RECEBD HOMESTEADS. 67 

ness. Ton had better tell that scalthane* along 
with yon, to take himself away also, as I tell you 
and him candidly and uneqniyocally, that I won't, 
npon any consideration, be interfered with. Now, 
men," faeeontinned, addressing the bailiffs, '^shiffc 
out these traps ; we have been here long enough 
parleying, without being dictated to by those 
sportheens ; they are men of pleasure, and we are 
men of business." 

Louis De Toy would hare knocked bini down, 
had he not been restrained by the Lieutenant and 
Mr. Clare, who said it was bette? to mark the 
issue of the matter. 

The work of spoliation had begun, eyerything in 
the bumble cottage was dragged about unscrnpu* 
lously, by the bailiffs, and thrown out by the way*- 
Bide; beads, holy pictures, and every religious 
emblem were turned into subjects of ridicule by 
the devastators. Bichard O'Shea had by this time 
aroused from his stupor, and he exckimed, 

** Oh, my God ! that it should come to this ; 
what will I do? Where am I?" he ^dded, staring 
vacantly around. ''Ah, I see, I see it all; Heaven 
rest your soul, my spotless Kathleen l" 

The cries of Mrs. 0*3hea during this exciting 
scene were piteous ; but, when the crowbar brigade 
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bore ont the bed on which the fair wax-like form 
of the faded flower, Kathleen lay, the anguish of 
the grief-stricken mother knew no bounds. She 
wrung her hands and wept over the face of her 
child, and then fainted away from exhaustion. 
There were plenty to attend on her, and those of 
them who did not fear a '* notice to quit " for so 
doing, rendered the poor woman all the assistance 
in their power. Louis De Voy, who was among 
them, pulled from his pocket a brandy flask, and 
gave her some of its contents, at the same time 
consoling her as well as he knew how. There was 
not a dry eye in the assemblage of peasantry, as 
each mentioned the praises of the departed Kath* 
leen. One impetuous young man swore to a 
peasant who was evidently treble his age, that he 
would yet ^^murdher the black-hearted tyrant, 
Gore." 

** Ah, then, put the sign o' the cross on yersel', 
Grady, and don't say that, ma b(mchal,* it's o' no 
use on airth, my boy; dear is the penalty you 
would have to pay for it." 

** Arrah, who could stand by and see sich 
doin's," said the muscular young fellow, the tears 
streaming down his cheeks. ** Monomondhoul ! 
but I'd sooner die; Jimmy, look at that!" 

• My boy. 
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** Stop, stop ! Grady, don't interfere with the 
enrsed set, they have the law at their backs, an* 
you'd be hang like a dog if you molested them." 

*' Well, that's thrue for you, I believe Jemmy," 
and the young man sobbed as he spoke. 

** My darlin is gone, aye, gone for ever, Jemmy» 
Oh, Kattie ! asthore, Heaven shelter and rest your 
poor soul this cruel cold day." 

" See !" he added, ** Jemmy 1*11 never rest until 
I send that murderer to his own home." 

As he spoke, the flames bnrst forth from the 
cottage of Bichard O'Shea, and the conflagration 
fell in with a burning crash upon the floor. The 
hand of the desolating angel had completed his 
awful work. The exterminator's task was accom- 
plished, and the hitherto comfortable peasant was 
turned aside a wanderer on the face of the earth, 
not to be spurned or hated, nor yet to be shunned 
by men, for his was not the crime of Gain I 

Father Dwyer, who was mingling with the 
mourners and endeavonring to console them in 
their afflictions, detected the sinister-looking bailiff, 
who spoke to him, previously pointing him out to 
the officer in charge of the soldiers, and, in less 
time than it takes to pen the transaction, the priest 
was under arrest, charged with the highly treason- 
able crime of being a priest of the Gatholic Church t 
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CHAPTER Vin. 

BBELTERING THE BVICTBD.- — A PRIEST IN SPITE 
OF HIMSELF. — INGENIOUS RELEASE OP FATHER 
DWYER. 

The deep interest, which the scene described in 
the preceding chapter, aroused in the breast of 
Mr. Clare for the suSering family, coupled with 
the kind promptings of Louis De Yoy and the 
Lieutenant, induced him to offer Bichard O'Shea 
and his fe^mily the use of an untenanted house 
that stood upon the Castlevale estate, where they 
might remain until such time as they could better 
their condition* Bichard 0*Shea thanked his kind 
benefactor with tears in bis eyes. And the neigh- 
bours, who stood around, but dare not, on their 
own part, shelter the evicted ones, without making 
themselves amenable to the eviction law, prayed 
for benedictions for the kind hearted Mr. Clare. 
As the house in which the evicted family were to 
be sheltered, lay only a few fields distant, they 
were not long in being transferred there, together 
with all their little articles of furniture. Six stout 
yonng fellows carried the bed upon which the 
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form of the fair Elathleen lay^ white as the virgin 
snow that fell on the monntain top. I hare stated 
that the yillagers dare not themselves shelter the 
evicted family. This seems strange, bnt is none 
the less true, for it was one of the most stringent 
laws in force on Lord Ironhoof 's property, that no 
tenant under penalty of certain eviction shonld 
harbour another who might have been evicted from 
any cause whatever. Mrs. O'Shea was heart-- 
broken, and it was not without reason ; the poor 
woman was wearied with watching her sick child 
for several weeks previous to her death, and the 
i^ock given her on the morning of her child's 
death, the eviction, and the burniug of her homci 
intensified her languish of soul to an almost mad- 
dening height. 

Surrounded by her sympathizing neighbours itk 
her new home, she faints from swoon to swooui re^ 
gardlesB, or rather insensible of what passes around 
her. And here I will leave the O'Shea family, and 
return to the shooting part^, whO| as soon as they 
saw the homeless ones under the shelter from 
which no mandate of Lord Ironhoof could 
banish them, they proceeded in quest of their 
favourite sport; though, if it must be admitted, 
the buoyancy and vivacity of spirit which animated 
the breast of each at starting, was somewhat 
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marred by the heartrending scene which they had 
witnessed. 

They walked along across the marshy plain, and 
now over the heath-clad bog, which skirted the 
woods, silently, and puffing their cigars, wl^ich they 
bad relit. At length the silence was broken by 
Louis De Yoy, who was most astonished, as well 
as most affected, by the cruel transaction of Gore, 
to whom he, not knowing the real facts, attributed 
the evil of the case. 

*'Well, gentlemen," he said, "that was the 
most heartrending spectacle I ever witnessed. 
Don't yon think it was all the fault of that callous 
villain. Gore ?" 

" Well, to a great extent, for instance, he 
might, if he wished, in that case, have prevented 
the ' notice to quit' being served at all ; and if, at 
the farthest. Lord Ironhoof insisted on their evic- 
tion, he might have left them in their little home 
until such time as they buried their child." 

"It was a most inhuman act," said Louis, medi- 
tatingly. "I had a great mind to fire at that 
heartless agent." 

" That would not have served the cause of the 
sufferers a bit," said Mr. Clare. 

" What was the cause of this eviction ?" in- 
quired Louis. 

Well, it was indeed a trivial cause enough, 
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Heaven knows^ yet it was against tbe law of the 
hnA, as well as the private rules by which Lord 
Lronhoof manages his estate. Information was 
given, at leaist so I learned^ from one of the 
villagers.who stood in the crowd whilst yon. aided 
the poor woman — ^information was given to Lord 
lronhoof and the local magistrate, that 0*Shea 
was in the habit of giving shelter to a Popish 
priest, who is said to resort to these villages." 

Lonis bit his lips npon hearing this explana- 
tion, and then said, 

''Was that the extent of the poor man's sin- 
ning?" 

** Yes, that was the depth of his crime in the 
land, and that was what led to the scene which 
yon jnst witnessed." 

Lonis was again silent, and thought to himself 
what an awful thing it was to be an Irish peasant, 
and more particularly a Catholic one. He was, 
however, awakened from his mental reverie by his 
old friend the lieutenant, who exclaimed, 

** Now, Monsieur De Voy, bestir thyself here, 
we are at the wood and we shall see what you can 
do for the woodcock. Look alive my hearty 
boys," he added addressing the three young 
villagers who accompanied them to act in the 
capacity of beaters, that is, to beat the trunks of 
the trees with sticks or shillalies viYAdi \}ci^^ 
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carried for that purpose, and to cry at the samd 
time, '* Woodcock ! woodcock !" &c. and when 
they were successful in rousing a bird to cry 
** Mark !" which was to be the signal for the 
sportsman. As they were all well schooled in the 
capacities of '' beaters," they needed no instruc- 
tions from their present employers, and they 
entered on their duty at once with a wilL Peter 
O'Dowd, who became very much attached to Louis 
Be Yoy, was his '' beater" on this occasion, and 
before they had got many perches from the start- 
ing point, a brace of woodcock was started. 

"Mark! Mark!" shouted Peter O'Dowd, and 
his master was successful in taking down one of 
the birds. 

"Musba, more power to yer elbow, Misther 
Devoy," exclaimed Peter by way of applauding 
the act, '* we'll see if the Frinchman is a betther 
shot than the Lieutenant." 

" Mark ! Mark !" shouted several voices, which 
were followed by as many shots. 

" Whoo ! they are shootin' somethin' or nothin' 
somewhere, 1*11 be bail," continued Peter. 

And thus the party enjoyed their sport the re- 
mainder of the day, during which time tbey were 
successful in bagging several fine hares and braces 
of woodcock. It was now growing dark, and as 
^Iie party were upon retracing their steps to 
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Esker Hoase^ a thought struck Mr. Clare that he 
had in his pocket a letter which ought to have 
baeo posted that morning, it being of much im- 
portance, so accordingly he communicated this 
faot to his friends as they assembled to go home. 

''It would not be late, even now,'' said Mr. 
Glare, '' if it could be posted within an hour." 

'' ril post id, masther, if you like," said Peter 
0*Dowd, coming forward. 

" I fear you are too tired now, after the day," 

** Ah, never fear ; Tm as nimble now as a 
grasshopper, and the sorra long I'll be thripping 
id oflf to Crosmaleen over Slievebawn." 

And in a few minutes later Peter O'Dowd was 
crossing the said Slievebawn, which was a large 
wild mountainous range of hill, and which Peter 
reckoned " a near cut" to the town. He was not 
long reaching Crosmaleen; and, depositing his 
letter at the Post Office, he retraced his steps 
across the common on the outskirts of the town, 
where the fair was held half-yearly, and which 
was in consequence termed the Crosmaleen Fair 
Green, and up the rough rocky side of Slieve- 
bawn. "I wondher," thought he, "if Briany 
Connor is still makin' his potheen in the Oald 
Boy's Hoof." 

The moon was just rising in a sea of red 
clouds^ and Bhone atraight on the aide ol \\x^ V^ 
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which Peter was ascending. No human being 
crossed his path, and it mnst be confessed that he 
felt somewhat timorous as he recalled to mind the 
old ghost stories he had heard of the Caves of 
Slievebawn. The Oald Boy's Hoof— which Peter 
muttered audibly — was a secret passage^ situate at 
the bottom of a steep cliff, which divided like a 
cloven hoof, and which was on that account 
termed the Devil's Hoof, which Peter, in his 
timorous mood, rendered into the *'Ould Boy's 
Hoof," lest he should be guilty of profanity in. 
giving the place its proper name. Thus " con- 
science makes cowards of us all," and Peter wasf 
no ^ception. Tliere was a secret opening covered 
in by thick shrubbery, which led to the bottom of 
the cave by means of an ivy ladder, on which 
those who resorted to the potheen-house or still- 
house descended. Peter O'Dowd was always wel- 
come to the still-house when he passed that way, 
as Brian Connor, who kept it and brewed his 
illicit yet unadulterated whiskey therein, was an 
old friend of the O'Dowd family, when "other 
days and other fortunes" smiled on them. So 
Peter resolved on going down to see his old 
friend, whom he found working hard. There 
were the usual greetings and miscellaneous homs- 
ful of " first shot" exchanged, and Peter was again 
at the top of the dangerous awnings which he did 
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not now fear^ from some inward confidence of 
" spirits," to term in full " The Devil's Hoof." 

" An* a mighty big hoof it is," he said, turning 
round and looking intently on the opening be- 
neath ; then, placing his hand on his skirt pocket 
to assure himself that he had not lost the bottle 
of potheen which Brian Connor was good enough 
to send to his mother, he proceeded in the direc- 
tion of Castlevale, over hills and hollows, regular 
and irregular, though indeed congenial to his own 
8tate; for, from some cause or other, the gait 
which he assumed was very unsteady, and in 
the midst of that lonely mountain he struck up 
a song, in which he was soon interrupted by two 
men, who appeared to be soldiers. They were 
two of the soldiers who, like himself, were return- 
ing from Crosmaleen to their barracks. 

** Hallo !" said one, " what are you doing this 
way at this unseasonable hour ?" 

"An' what brings ye this way yersel', misther?" 
said Peter, stopping short, and looking intently in 
the face of the person who addressed him. 
'* Isn't it as saisonable for yersel' as it is for 
me, you red ragamuffin ?" 

'* No cheek, sirrah," said the other. " Can 
yon give any account of yourself, for being out 
this late ?" 

** Well, I'm in sarch of a couple o* ViVQi ftiXx^Ssa^ 
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misther, and I was tkinkin' whin I saw yersel' 
an* yer comrade oomin' oyer the biUock tbat I had 
tbim, but I persave now, be the sihrong light o' 
the inooD^ that it*s two gandhers that's in id 
instead.*' 

** Hang the fellow's Papist insolence. Jack, 
I'll wager that this fellow is a priest ia disguise ; 
those priests are so canning." 

The soldiers had been away from barracks since 
morning, and were not aware of the arreet of 
Father Dwyer. 

**Tl\ back/' said the one addressed as Jade, 
^* that this IB the priest that they say prowls about 
the neighbonrhood ; let ns take him with ns to 
the barracks, anyhow.** 

*' You are to come along with ns^ my fine 
fellow, until we show you to our officer^ as yoa 
will not exptaiQ yourself to us. Yo« are a Papist 
priest ; there is a pi*ize for catching you." 

" Ah thin, am I ?** said Peter 0*Dow<L " Look 
at that now, whin was I ordained ?" 

" We'll see by-a»d-bye. Conie along." 

And accordingly, one got on each side of him, 
and walked him off to barracks. The first who 
arrested hi^ attention in the goard-rooosi Was 
Father Dwyer, and then the truth flashed upon 
him, and his buoyant spirits fled as he thought of 
Mte d^eAd£al death or pTmifihm«n.4 in store £or the 
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priest. He did not speak to Father Dwyer, nei- 
ther did the priest notice him; but Peter 0*Dowd 
nevertheless did not forget to plan for the libera- 
tion of one he loved so well. 

In. reply to the question of the ofiScer as to 
-what his business was, he stated that he was in 
the service of Mr. Hogg, the magistrate, and *' I 
was comin' over to tell your honour," he con- 
tinued, *' that Misther Hogg wants to spake to 
yoa very bad, and that you are to take all the 
men you can to his house wid you, as he is 
afeard of an attack from those Papists of tenants 
of Lord Ironhoof's, who heard that he was the 
cause o' putting out 0*Shea from house an' 

** Are you serious, fellow ?*' said the oflScer. 

" To be sure I am serious, why wouldn't I ? 
Misther Hogg is shiverin' with fear in his own 
parlour like a dog in a wet sack, afeated that the 
rascally Papists 'od come and murther him, be^ 
kase he had a threatenin' letter this mornin' that 
his goose was to be cooked tonight." 

The- officer looked dubiously at his informant, and 
then ai the men who brought him to the barracks 
as prisoner. 

'' Wbuat account did this, m^n give of himself 
when yoa met with him V* he said, addressing ike 
.aoldiersr 
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** He would give no definite account of himself; 
be seemed to be more in a humorous mood than 
otherwise^ and began making game of us/' said 
the one named Jack. 

*^ Making game of you !" echoed the ofiGicer. 

" Yes, sir." 

" Oh, d'ye hear that for a barefaced — !" said 
Peter, 

" Stop, stop," said the officer. 

" Well, he is not tellin' the thruth, yer honour, 
at any rate. 

'' How so ?" 

'^ Bekase I called them two gandhers, and gan- 
dhers arn't game, every boy knows that. And whin 
i . t's what I called them, how could I be makin' 
game o' them ?" 

The officer coald not resist laughing at Peter's 
archness, and at length he said, — 

** My good fellow, as you seem rather a myste- 
rious character, I will leave you in barracks until 
I return from Mr. Hogg's, as a hostage for the 
truth of your statement." 

"Why then, I hope ye won't be long away, 
yer honour, so that I can go home. I don't care 
about bein' a sojer at all, so I don't." 

Then the officer ordered out all his men, with 

the exception of two, whom he left in charge of 

theprieBt and Peter 0'Dowd« When the soldiers 
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had gone some little time, Peter thought to him- 
self that this was his opportunity, and accordingly 
he pulled out the hottle of *^ sthrong potheen" 
which his friend Brian Connor had given him in 
the still-house, and he pretended to drink from it. 

"Blow me, Ned,'* said one of the soldiers in 
charge, " if this fellow has not got some stimu- 
lant or other, we must see what it is. Now then, 
give US a drink," he continued, snatching the 
bottle from O'Dowd's lips. 

** Musha bad luck to yer impudence, ye uncivi- 
lized spalpeen o' the world, is that how ye ax for 
a thing ?*' said Peter, evidently chagrined at the 
rudeness of the soldier, who, unheeding his re- 
mark, drank deeply of the strong and potent 
liquor, after which he passed the bottle to his 
comrade. The comrade declared it beautiful 
stuff, and asked Peter O'Dowd where he had had 
it from. 

*' Where would I have id, only from me mas- 
ther, av course. Won't ye give me a dhrink av 
id meself ?" 

** Oh no," said the one called Ned, " it is too 
dainty for your Irish palate." 

** Oh, that is too bad, Ned, he must have a sup 
of it," said the other, handing the bottle to 
Peter, who again only tasted it. 

The effect such a deep draTig\i\i ol "ixY^ 
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potheen — or whiskey in its unadulterated state — 
had upon the two soldiers in a short time began to 
make itself visible, a fact which Peter O'Dowd was 
happy to notice* 

'* Musha, in throth, it's cold, Ned, isn't it ? 
Bache me the tongs there, until I stir up the fire 
an' dhraw a bit closer to id, or ye'll shurely catch 
a cold," said Peter, familiarly. 

The soldiers obeyed accordingly, declaring 
O'Dowd to be a fine fellow, after all, *' for an 
Irishman," and again the bottle went round, 
accompanied by miscellaneous shakings of hands, 
and declarations of everlasting friendship between 
. the soldiers and the civilian. Peter was all this 
time " wide awake," as he afterwards said himself, 
and he too began to " get drunk," but his was the 
drunkenness of pretext, for he was all the while 
''sober as a judge." 

'* Ah thin, who is this ye have here, wid hand- 
cuffs on him ?" he said, turning round to where the 
priest was in the corner of the room. " He is a big 
bird to lave in a cage like that," he continued. 

Father Dwyer made no remark all this time, but 
simply remained sitting in the barred enclosure 
which Peter O'Dowd properly designated a cage. 

" There aren't no handcuffs on him, you fool," 
hiccuped Ned ; *' he is only locked in there until 
we take him to prison tomorrow." 
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The other soldier by this time lay asleep along 
the form, unconscious of all that was passing. 

** More power to the whiskey !" said Peter 
O'Dowd within himself. "Arrah, give me that 
bottle," he continued aloud, "until I give the 
poor cratbur in the cage a dhrink." 

The soldier complied, though, if I must admit 
it, there was not half a drink left in the bottle. 

" How d'ye open the door?" said Peter, inno- 
cently. 

"With that great key by the mantel-piece,'* 
replied the soldier. *' Give the poor unfortunate 
fellow a drink, Pat,** he continued, " but mind, 
— yaw ! — and don't let him, — yaw ! — out, or we'll 
— ^yaw ! — 

" Ah, never fear, me boy," said Peter, hasten- 
ing to his work with anxious heart, and in a few 
minutes Father Dwyer was free, and hurrying out 
of the barracks, followed by his deliverer. The 
soldier bawled out to his sleeping companion, and 
staggered towards the door. '* There's no mora 
in the bottle," said Peter O'Dowd, turning round, 
and flinging the said bottle with all his might 
against a large picture of Oliver Cromwell, which 
hung on the wall iu a massive frame. Crash 
went the picture and bottle in a thousand pieces^ 
and the inebriated soldier, who was startled b^ 
the sounds stood gazing at the Bceu^ m u\X^^ 
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bewildennent, leaving Peter O'Dowd and the 
priest to escape at their ease, which they did^ and 
were soon hid in the marshes of Slievebawn. 



% 



CHAPTER IX. 

THE BXJBIAL OF KATHLEEN o'SHEi* — ^A BASH 
BESOLYE — ^AN AGBABIAN MX7BDEB. 

« And the fairest bad of promise, 
Bears the taint of quick decay 1" 

Mrs. Clare was one of those persons who, whilst 
possessed of a ready tongae to censure the faults, 
real or imaginary, of others, are possessed of the 
redeeming trait of forgiveness, and notwithstand- 
ing the crime* of O'Shea in sheltering the priest, 
she readily forgave him when she perceived his 
distress. It is true that evictions and their vic- 
tims were no new sights to her ; she daily beheld 
around her some cottage vacated, some family 
evicted, some home desecrated, according to the 
whim or fancy of the landlord, or the landlord's 
agent, who played their parts so well in making 
the fair '^ Island of Saints" an island of beggars. 

* It was a crime in those days in. the eye of the law, as well as in 
that of Protestant public opinion. 
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Bot it was all done in the name of law^ and as the 
law must of course be rigbt^ it was legitimate to 
foster beggars and beggary.* Hence the cause of an 
eviction being looked upon by the aristocracy of the 
land as a necessary evil^ an evil which is argued by 
some theorists even now to be necessary for the 
well-being of the possessors of the soil. It is true 
that for sheltering a priest a tenant might not 
now be evicted from his home ; but let it be borne 
in mind that no crime was so heinous or so 
wicked, (on the part of a tenant, at the time of 
which I write,) as the harbouring a priest from his 
persecutors, and ridiculous as it may seem to 
evict persons for so trivial an offence, there are at 
the present moment occurring evictions for of- 
fences which, if analysed, would be found quite as 
trivial. And these evictions can at any moment 
occur that the caprice of the landlord may suggest, 
until such time as fixity of tenure at fair rent 
becomes law. 

To my story. The funeral of Katty O'Shea 
was numerously attended by the peasantry of the 
surrounding villages, and among them Louis De 
Voy, and the old Lieutenant Cormac, might be 
seen in proximity with the coflSn, which was borne 
on tho shoulders of six ^oung men. Mr. Clare 
had kindly given the use of his horse and car for 

* Although indeed it might not be legal to tekUtf«« ci\Xi«t. 
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Bicbard O'Shea and his little family to ride npon 
to the chnrchyardy which was not Tery far distant. 
The bnrial was exceedingly simple, yet truly 
touching. There were no rites of the Catholic 
Church performed there ; no snrpliced priest, no 
sacred censer, yet, with all the earnestness of 
their hearts, the assembled gronp knelt nncovered 
on the moist sward and breathed a prayer to 
heaven for the departed maiden, and then the 
coffin was lowered into the tomb amid sobs and 
lamentations. One young man was seen to kneel 
by the grave after the others, and with eyes up- 
lifted to heaven, was heard to vow to the memory 
of the departed one a rash — and shall I say wicked 
— resolve, and then he rose and retraced, apart 
from the rest of the cortege, his steps to the 
village ; he wept not, but looked stem and deter- 
mined. 

The reader will not have forgotten that at the 
scene of O'Shea's eviction, I introduced a young 
man named Orady, who swore to one of the 
bystanders that be would have revenge of the 
agent, Gore, for his cruelty. This was he who 
again confirmed his former resolution by Kath- 
leen's grave. He had J)een the affianced of Katty 
O'Shea, and ever since he had been witness to the 
heartless manner in which she, along with the 
living portion oi the O'Sliea ia.mily> were thrown 
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out of heme into the snoiif. he continrted tcy 
titter imprecations on the head of the tyrant^ who 
instituted this crnel mode of oppression^ as well 
as on him who was leading actor in the drama 
itself. Orady was passionately fond of ''his Kath- 
leen/' as he sometimes termed the lost object of 
his ardent love^ and she, too, poor girl, reciprocated 
^he bashfal adtances of the warm-hearted peasant, 
of whom she bad heard her father say often, that 
" there was not a better boy in the parish.** 

As Grady sauntered along from the faneral, 
across the fields that led to his home, the tears 
streamed down his cheeks; he wiped them away as 
they eatne, with the coarse sleeve of his frieze coat, 
and then he might be heard saying in Irish — 

** My cnrse on them, my hearty curse on the 
villains that would not let you rest in your father's 
home until such time as we could btiry you ; but, 
avourneen machree, you are gone from me for 
ever ; and now, what care I for the future ? all my 
hopes are blasted, like a rose nipped in the bud. 
Yon have gone in your bloom, my sweet girl, but 
that was the will of God, and to His holy will I 
resign myself. But to the will of no tyrant lord* 
or his agent, shall I quietly resign. By Heaven ! 
the eviction of 0*Shea shall be avenged !'* 

Thus the young man soliloquized, until crossing 
the stile^ about the centre of hia ^a^ \iom.^)\&% 
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reverie was suddenly intemipted by the greet- 
ing,— 

" God save you, Tom Grady ! " 

" God save you, kindly, Peter," he replied, *' if 
I may not be makin* too free with that holy name, 
an* I so wicked." 

"What's the matter, Tom, me boy? You 
seem to be in some trouble or other ; tell me what 
it is, me dear boy." 

"Well, I've just kum back from poor Kath- 
leen's faneral, an', you know, that grieves me; 
her poor father an' mother ud melt the heart of a 
stone, to see them lamentin' for their child ; an' 
shure her little brothers an' sister are no betther. 
The poor mother, I'm afeard, will die of heart- 
break, an* shure it's no wonder, alourshay 

" It's a bad job over that eviction, isn't id ? " 

" So it is," replied Grady. 

" So it is, me boy, but, by Heaven I'll" — 

Here he was interrupted by the young many 
who laid his hand on his shoulder, and whispered 
in his ear, — 

" Be calm, Tom ; be calm, avouchal, an' let the 
storm pass. Sammer will come agin, an' the 
winter's frost will melt before id, cold an' hard as 
it may ever be." 

" ! but Pether, what is this world to me, now 
tLa£ 8he is gone? Shure summer an' winther. 
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clond an' sausbiue^ cold an' heat^ are charmless 
witlioat her. And to add to me misery^ wicked 
sinner that I am, they threw her out on the blake 
snow, and the house that her fathers had lived in, 
the murderers burnt to the ground. By" — 

** Stop, Tom, don't swear, me boy, but keep 
calm, an' hope for the best." 

"Did you hear where Gore is to-day?" said 
Tom, unheeding the advice of Peter O'Dowd, for 
he it was who met him, and who endeavoured by 
all his powers of persuasion to advise the rash 
young man from a purpose which he could almost 
see working in his features. 

** I hear that he is gone to the town of Cros- 
maleen, but take my advice, and don't let the 
varmint annoy yer brain any more." 

"I cannot keep 'im out o' me head, Pether. 
My seven curses light on 'im nigbt an' mornin', 
the two ends of a seven-headed devil, shure, my 
blood boils when I think of him." 

Peter 0*Dowd had never heard the young man 
express himself thus before, he was completely 
shocked, and it was no wonder that he was much 
astonished at this outburst of passion. 

" Bless yersel, Tom, an' lave off thinkin' of the 
varmint. Lave off thinkin* of him, may be it's as 
good an' betther for you. Say yer prayers an' lave 
him to God." 
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I cannot pray, Petber, he has destroyed my 
prayin' and my peace of mind^ the deep destroyin' 
varmmt of a villain." 

Then both were silent for a time, at length 
Grady said, 

**Arrah, Pether, d'ye know how did Father 
Dwyer get away from the sojers ?" 

" Throth, I do, but I have no time to tell you 
mow, when I see you next, my boy, you'll hear id all. 
At the same time, don't throuble yer head about 
that Gore ; look to yersel', you know the law, an* 
I needn't tell you the rest, so good bye, Tom, God 
bless you!" he said, shaking Grady warmly by the 
hand. *' Bannacht lath.'^* 

'* Good bye, Pether !" said the other, and they 
separated each for his respective home. 

** The agent is gone to Crosmaleen, Lord Iron- 
hoof's agent; well, that's news," muttered Grady 
to himself, when he was alone. ** I'll have a chat 
wid him before he sleeps, I'll go bail, I'll never 
forget how the hard-hearted bodach t turned my 
poor uncle out av his house an' home two years 
since, an' howjiimsel' an' his black crowbar brigade 
killed the poor man in the struggle." 

Such had been the case, and it was easy to 
stir up in the enthusiastic young man's breast an 
unquenchable hatred against one who had been so 

* A bleaaing be with you. f ChorL 
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cruel to those Le loved. Still, the words of Peter 
O'Dowd k6pt ringing in his hear, '* Leave him to 
God;'* as his conscience battled within him, and 
held, as it were, a war-council in his very heart. 

'' Lave him to God. Well," he concluded, "I'll 
kUl him first !" 

••• .«• ... 

The road from Crosmaleen, to the neighbour- 
hood of Castlevale, was in most places a lonely 
one, bordered on either side, for a great part of 
the way, with woods and shrubbery, and where 
these did not exist, the houses were, as the saying 
has it, " few and far between ;'* even some of the 
houses added to the loneliness of the Crosmaleen 
road at night, as they bad been long since rendered 
tenantless by some ruthless hand, and their decay- 
ing roofs and walls only served to shelter the owl, 
whose weird screech often startled the passers by, 
as it fell on their ears in the dead of night. Some 
of the superstitious persons of the neighbourhood, 
circulated all sorts of ghost stories about these 
houses, which were more or less credited. Some 
of those stories had been told Mr. Gore, but he, of 
course, pooh poohed the idea, and laughed at the 
credulous dupes who believed them ; indeed, he in 
his sarcastic cruel mockery, ventured so far as to 
say, " That the houses were better inhabited by 
ghosts than by Papist tenants,'* 
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The conscience of the firmest unbeliever halls 
sometimes and gives way to what Atheists term ''a 
weakness in oar natures/' and it must be con- 
fessed, that as Mr. Gore passed by ''The 
Wrecked Homesteads" on the Crosmaleen road, 
he gave way to " a weakness," and a fear began 
to creep over him, whether it was a fear of a tenant 
spiritual or a tenant mortal I cannot affirm, but 
that he evinced signs of real fear is a fact. The 
night was unusually dark, as the moon had not 
quite risen, when the agent was returning to his 
home, riding his favourite horse, " Pluto," who 
was proceeding at a jog-trot. The horse, from 
some unaccounted for cause, stopped short, and 
Mr. Gore thought that he could see the figure 
of a man stealing stealthily by the hedge which 
ran along this part of the road. 

''Hang yon, Pluto, you lazy dog," he said, 
giving the horse a spur to prompt him forward. 

Pluto made a side leap, and again snorted and 
stopped short. This time he was rewarded by a 
heavy whip cut on the neck, which had the de- 
sired effect. Mr. Gore's nerves became somewhat 
shaky, and he held the reins nervously with one 
hand, whilst with the other he felt for the revolver 
which he carried in his breast pocket. 

" Curse the fellow," he muttered, as Pluto 
slopped ebort again, and Mr. Gore was in the act 
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of spurring bim forward, when a young atblete 
fellow spmng ont from tbe hedge and laid hold of 
the reins with one hand, whilst with the other he 
pointed a revolver at the breast of the agent. 

" What does this mean ?" said Gore, who now 
began to perspire rather freely ; " you had better 
stand aside whoever you are, or I will shoot you 
like a dog," returning his hand again to feel for 
his revolver. 

"Don't rise that hand o' yours, or I'll shoot 
you out o' the saddle by heaven !" said the des- 
perate young man. 

^'I am justified in shooting a highwayman at 
any time,'* returned Gore. 

*' Let your hands fall by yer side at wanst." 

" But surely I may hold the reins." 

" I will take care of the reins," returned the 
disguised individual. " Misther Gore dhrop them 
out of yer hands at wanst." 

" What is this for ?" said the agent, dropping 
his hands by his side. 

" ril let you know immediately, depind on id." 

" Well, this is very strange." 

" Misther Gore, d*ye remember two years ago, 
whin you shot Felix Grady, an* the bailiffs dhragged 
his dead body out o* the home he loved so well ?*' 

**Eeally, my good fellow, I don't know what 
you mean." 
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Don*fc you ? How innocent ye are now, whin 
ye like ! That Felix Grady ped Lis rint an* taxes 
regUar, didn't he?" 

" But it wasn't my fault, my good man, if he 
was turned out, it was Lord Ironhoof 's, and if he 
was shot it was accidentally, because he wouldn't 
go out easy." 

" Ha ! bekase he wouldn't go out aisy is id ? 
Well, that wasu't much to shoot a poor fellow 
for." 

" I trust you will permit me to pass, I have 
some pressing business on hand at home." 

" No ! I wont let ye pass just yet, I have more 
to tell you. Wasn't it a touchin' sight th* other 
mornin', when you an' yer hellish crew of bailiffs 
threw poor Kichard O'Shea out of his house — 
whin ye threw the corpse of his purty dauther 
Kathleen out in the snow, an* when one o* yer 
vagabones struck the heart-broken father to 
ground : wasn't id a pittiful, sorrowful sight, to 
see the poor mother fainting away over the form 
of her darlin' girl, whilst the house that they were 
just flung out of was in flames by your ruffian 
hand?" said the young man with much expression, 
making the agent shudder in his guilty soul. 

" But, my dear young friend," said Gore, who 
now began to realize his perilous position, '* it 
was not my individual act : it was the command 
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of Lord Ironhoof ; and you know as well as what 
I do that I would be undeserving of my situation, 
if I did not fulfil my master's orders." 

" Look here, Gore ; it was an act deserving hell 
itself, an' as every act, good or bad, has its reward 
in the ind, Tm thinkin* your act will get its 
reward very shortly." 

" Ha ! hum !" said Gore, drawing his hand 
upwards as if to reach his pistol from his breast, 
in which action the young man detected him. 

** What ! is that yer game, eh ? Well, may be 
now, it 'ud be wholesomer for ye jist'to keep tbem 
hands o' yours still. I have somethin' to remind 
you of before lettin' you go." 

*'What is that?" said Gore eagerly, as if ho 
could now perceive a chance of escape. 

'* You turned poor O'Shea out of his home for 
givin* shelther to a poor hunted an' persecuted 
priest." 

*' Oh it is very cold, young man, my blood is 
chilling ; do let me go quick." 

" Aha !" 

'' Well." 

*' Is 'it thin gettin' cold for you ? It would 
be cold to be out all night in this snow wouldn't 
id, wid bad clothes and shoes, without a home to 
shelther a body from the chilling blast." 

*' Yes, then I admit it would." 
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" Well, for givin' shelther to a poor man out 
o' this piercin* cold, you murthered a whole 
family.*' 

" I beg that you will desist, and let me go my 
way young man, I cannot understand your mean- 
ing." 

" You are very ignorant whin you like, am't 
you ? Well I wont be keepin' you much longer, 
but before I sind you off, if you know any kind o' 
prayers, just say thim as soon as ye can." 

" What for young man ?" inquired the agent 
nervously. 

'* Well, jist in ordher that if there is any chance 
at all 0* yer bein* saved, you can take id ; for they 
pay hell is a very hot shop." 

*' Do you mean to kill me ?" 

" Ay ! even so, 1*11 not hide the fact no longer, 
prepare for yer death.*' 

In vain did the agent plead and intreat; his 
words were wasted breath, and his intreaties were 
vain. He might as well have attempted to stay 
the course of the pale moon which was just rising 
behind the snow-capped hills of Slievebawn, as 
to turn the desperate young man from his pre- 
determined resolution. The agent applied the 
spurs to his horse who made a plunge forward ; 
the young man loosed the rein, and in a move- 
ment quick as lightning, discharged the contents 
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of his pistol at the head of the nnfortanate Gore, 
who tnmhied from his horse headlong into the 
ditch. The horse, affrighted hy the report of the 
pistol, bounded off madly along the road. The 
yonng man stepped to \i^here the agent lay, making 
the snow around him crimson hy his blood, for 
the shot had penetrated the sknll. 

There was a death straggle — a few incoherent 
utterances, and all was oyer ; the body of the agent 
lay lifeless and rigid ! The young man did not 
attempt to conceal the body ; he merely pushed it 
aside with his foot. 

*' Ha ! ha !" he exclaimed, as he perceived the 
repulsive features of the corpse, the eyes starting 
from their sockets, and the whole presenting a 
revolting scene. '* Now ye'U have a sleep in the 
Bnow may be, you had a very short * notice to 
quit,' me man, but it was no worse than yer own, 
prompt imparious an* divilish an' damning as they 
wor. There was no crowbar brigade but meself, 
yet I wish I dun' id before you turned poor O'Shea 
an' me purty Kathleen out o* house an' home; 
anyhow, ye'U turn no more out, but shure there 
are others as bad as you that'll do id, so long as 
the law backs thim up tiv id." 

Thus the young man spoke as he gazed intently 
on the distraught features of the ghastly corpse of 
the agent clothed in blood, as if 'gU&^m^ \i\% 
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apology for the dreadful deed he had accom- 
plished. 

*^ Ugh !" he exclaimed with a shudder^ as ho 
turned away in disgust. All the way home he fan- 
cied he could see those bloodshot eyes gazing at 
him, but then he tried to think of them no more ; 
and yet they haunted his fancy. Here was a crime 
of the deepest dye committed, here were the fruits 
of accumulated wrong— here an agrarian murder* 
the issue of that hydra-headed monster '^ agrarian 
despotism/' which still lives on even in the nine- 
teenth century. When will the legislators of that 
fair unhappy Island of the West, strike at the root 
of this pestiferous tree, ** landlord tyranny/' which 
has borne so much poisoned fruit ? 



CHAPTER X. 

NUPTIAL PEEPARATIONS — PLOTTING AN ELOPEMENT. 

f Preparations were being made daily at Esker 
Souse for the marriage of Evelyn Clare and the 
Bev. Mr. Raymond, as the time approached fop 
this very important transaction to take place, 
ants were kept busily engaged, and the inter<» 
J)Ira. Clare herself busied about more than 
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oyer, evincing her heartfelt interest for the future 
happiness of her child. Evelyn herself was appa- 
rently the least interested in the matter; she 
seemed as though such a great chapter in the 
history of life were not ahont to transpire at all. 
She was at times dull^ and was more than once 
found weeping in her solitude by her maid Peggy^ 
wha endeavoured to contiibute all in her power to 
the happiness of her fair young mistress. 

Mr. Baymond was a constant visitor, endeavour- 
ing to pay all possible attention to the object of 
his affections — attentions which, though recog- 
nised, were none the more reciprocated ; for, 
though the young lady knew sufficient of etiquette 
not to be rude with one to whom her mother paid 
80 much attention, and her nature was too gentle; 
to administer a word of rebuke to him who sought 
her heart and hand, he might see, however 
that he was not loved by the young lady. Yet, 
as her mother bestowed all possible attention 
on him, he oould see no reason why he should 
not prosecute the wish of his heart to its conclu- 
sion. Louis De Yoy's time for returning to his 
native land had also nigh transpired, but, at the 
request of his old friend the lieutenant, he agreed 
td remain until the marriage of Evelyn should 
have taken place. 
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" Why, bless me ! you will surely remain until 
after Evelyn's marriage/' urged Mrs. Clare. 

** Oh, with all my heart," said the young Gene- 
ral; "nothing could give me greater pleasure.'* 

Louis De Yoy had certainly a fine time of it in 
Castlevale, the only things marring his complete 
comfort being the inconvenience to his conscience 
of his not being able to attend his religion, and 
the continual eviction of the poor kind-hearted 
peasants, who he had learned to love to a great 
extent. One evening he took Peter O'Dowd with 
him to the woods to act in the capacity of 
** beater," as he felt a desire to indulge in a few 
hours shooting, a sport which he was passionately 
fond of. But if I must say it, there was some- 
thing more important than woodcock shooting 
that took him to the woods on this particular 
occasion. After they had reached a silent part of 
the woods, and that Louis had discharged a few 
random shots at anything or nothing, he suddenly 
came to a standstill, and, leaning his hands on 
the end of his gnu, and his chin upon them, 
meditatingly, he said, - 

" Peter O'Dowd, I have business of vast im- 
portance to me, troubling my mind for some time 
past — business which I cannot transact very well 
without your aid." 
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** Then^ begorra^ anything at all that I can do 
for you, Misther De Voy, I'U do id/' 

** Well, in the first place it is necessary that I 
should entrust you with a secret." The General 
was trying Peter's allegiance to him, though in- 
deed that was an already established fact, and 
only needed confirming; if Peter said he would 
keep the secret, he would be sure to do so. 

''Begorra, I can keep a sacrate or anything 
eke you wiah," said Peter. 

** Well, you are already aware of the fact that 
Evelyn is to be married shortly to the Bev. Mr. 
Baymond." 

Peter looked at him : there was much naivete 
in the glance, and then he replied : 

^'Throth, then I am, an' I'm aware also that 
the Borra much at all she cares for him ayther." 

^* It is a pity that she should be compelled to 
marry him, isn't it ?" 

** Tis, then it is whin its aginst her will ; but 
I know a gintleman that she would marry, and 
that she is wondherfuUy fond av' if I'm not awfully 
mistaken." 

" Indeed, Peter ! who might he be pray ?" 

" Ah, who might he be inagh ? May be you 
dont know him yerself, Misther De Yoy." 

"Well, Peter, I don't know who you meau 
aBjhoTF*" 
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** Throth, thin I'll tell yoa : he is a nice-Iookin' 
gintlemaDy about yer own height an* complexion, 
an* a French General into the bargain; an' the 
80rra one of him &r from where we stand thi« 
minit/* 

** Yoa are right, Peter, bat you are a iihreircl 
fellow for all that. Tet I will not keep the secret 
from yoa any longer, and I love the young lady 
loo ; but how am I to obtain her hand ? I do not 
think it is dishonourable of me to speak thus, as I 
am folly aware that she does not like the young 
clergyman/* 

*' Dishonourable is id? Be dad I think the 
reverse meself, I think id a mighty honourable 
thing intirely, for a fine brave-hearted boy like 
yerself, God bless you, to take a girl from bein' 
married to the man she doesn't like, and to giv6 
her to the one she does." 

*' I think you are right," said the enthbsiastie 
young General, '' but how am I to accomplish it I 
Bhould like to know ?" 

^* Arrah, the sorra aisier thing in the world, and 
its little you are acquainted with the goes o' the 
counthry, or you wouldn't be frickened at a run- 
away match, an' I know that the young misthress 
would go all over the world wid you ; throth, m# 
mother tells me that she is almost a Catholic with 
iie exception o' beia' bapUzei— \)u\. wi-^Wir, what 
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delay is there o* you jist takin* her along wid you 
to France, an' bein' married there : then, \i^hin ye 
were married, to sind yer card an* compliments to 
the ould misthress an* masther, an' a bit ot a 
letther, tellin' thim that their daughter Evelyn^ 
Ood bless her, tuk id into her head to join the 
French army." 

Louis laughed outright at the serio-comic style 
assumed by his adviser, yet he thought his plan 
"worth adopting, in fact, he could see no other one 
by which he could secure the hand of her he 
* loved. There was no other way but to take her 
along with him to his country, and there to get 
married ; so he adopted Peter O'Dowd's plan, and 
then they arranged about how it should be carried 
out. 

**What say you about coming along with us, 
Peter ?" said Louis. 

** Oh ! nothing would give me greater pleasure 
in the world, than to go along wid you," replied 
Peter, " but"— 

"Don't say another word Peter, you must 
come." 

** Faith thin, we mustn't lose much time if it's 
our intention to go, as the marriage is to take . 
place very soon, an' I'm thinkin' the ministher is 
rayther jealous o' you. Isn't id strange, Misther 
De Yoy, that the clargy should \>e \>ol\iQtvx)L ^^^s: 
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heads abont wives an' love an' snch like nonsense' 
It's enough for an omadhaun like meself to h 
thinkin' o' them things. Bnt the ministher wil 
be disappointed, and sarve him right ; we have ni 
time to lose ayther in doin' id." 

Peter O'Dowd was right in saying that then 
was " no time to lose/' as the marriage eeremon; 
was to take place at an early date. 

When Louis De Yoy and his man arrived m 
Esker House that evening, they found Mrs. Clan 
and Evelyn were engaged examining the wed 
ding trouaeau, and as the General was thought U 
be a connoisieur in such matters, he was sum 
moned to pass his opinion. The jewels wen 
exceedingly grand and of great yalue, and Loui 
expressed his admiration of them — complimente< 
Mrs. Clare and her daughter on their good taste 
and finally declared that he did not see anythiuj 
to outvie them in Paris. This gave great satis 
faction to Mrs. Clare, who highly esteemed th( 
opinion of the young General. Of course, wh; 
wouldn't she when it was in her favour ? Whicl 
of us is not susceptible to flattery, much more th( 
vain Mrs. Clare ? Evelyn seemed disinterested ii 
the matter, and did not allow herself to be carrier 
away in the rapturous and glowing account of he 
mother, when she told her how beautiful sh 
woald appear on her bridal mota« Evelyn wae 
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on ihe present occasion, attired in a modest black 
silk dress; the simplicity of which lent a most 
charming and loveable expression to her love-lit 
features, the white lace peeping slily above it, 
around her arched neck and over her delicate 
hands. But simplicity lends an additional grace 
to loveliness, and I may infer that it was for this 
Lonis De Yoy so mnch admired Evelyn Glare, 
aecastomed as he was to the glittering pomp and 
f&shion of Paris, which was not unfrequently ac- 
companied with an artificial attempt at beauty. 
He had learnt that there was something more 
beautiful, more noble, and more exalted to be 
desired of woman, than the butterfly charms which 
for a moment dazzle the eyes — namely, an un- 
alloyed heart and a spirit of true yet noble humi- 
lity. Louis De Voy would have asked Evelyn for 
a short walk, but then he felt that even on the 
plea of friendship it would not look very well to 
take a young lady out to walk, who was to be 
married shortly to one who lived in the same 
neighbourhood as herself; so he wisely checked 
the impulse that had prompted this desire, and 
had recourse to other means whereby he might 
put Evelyn in possession of his plan of elopement 
— the plan by which they were soon to be made 
happy. 
Oh ! bow ttsefal proved the '9\a\iotoY\»^ Vgl K^c^**^^ 



i 
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precions momentB of pulsing anxiety of hope and 
fear ! What tales of impassioned love ooold that 
' pianoforte tell, were it an animated thing pes* 
sessed of the five senses ! 

I say this, for it was at the pianofcwte, at the 
music lessons in fact, that all the love plans, &c.» 
were debated by oar heroine and hero* The Bey* 
Mr. Baymond was bat a cypher in the drama^ 
and as snch I mnst treat him, for he forms no 
very prominent character in my story^ as he 
played no very prominent part. The young 
elergyman's heart beat high that evening as he 
went forth to see the young lady who was in a 
short time to make him happy. Evelyn had as 
yet given him no promise ; she was reserved and 
maintained a certain amount of dignity or non^ 
thalance in his presence, he could not tell 
which. 

^* Gould it be that she cares for that stranger ? 
I wish he was in France," he thought to himself. 
*^ But again there were the kind encouragements 
of Mrs. Clare, who had made all the preliminary 
arrangements for the marriage." Thus he solilo- 
quised on his way to Esker House, where arrived, 
of course inquired for Evelyn, and was informed 
by Mrs. Clare that she was taking a lesson in 
music from the young General, who was such a 
Ja'nd soaL 
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Mn Baymond's brow darkened upon hearing 
Vbin intelligence, and he was anything but pleased. 

"Of course,'* supplemented Mrs. Clare, "you 
can go and join them in the drawing-room ; the 
young General is such a proficient in music, he is 
conyersant with all the eminent composers, and is 
possessed, as you know, of a rich voice." 

Notwithstanding this glowing description of 
Louis, it did not tend to enhance his value in the 
good graces of the Bev. Mr. Raymond, who re* 
paired to the drawing-room. 

There were no sounds of music there, but to 
the hearts of the two who sat side by side at the 
pianoforte, each other's whispers sounded far 
more euphonious than th« most charming note 
which the soul of Mozart had ever dreamed of. 
There they sat, and when the Bev. Mr. Baymond 
opened the door, he stood transfixed for a moment 
as he beheld the lovers whispering tales of afiec* 
lion to each other. Now ordinary lovers, circum- 
stanced as Louis De Yoy was at that moment^, 
might have felt somewhat embarrassed; but he 
was not a slave to mauvaise honte^ and begging his 
Evelyn's pardon, he arose from his seat, and cor- 
dially shook the hand of Mr. Baymond, the latter 
permitting him to do so without the least attempt 
at animation. 

Evelfo'e cheek wab suffused "b^ Aid xV<3ii m\i& 
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oolonr ; she feared the censure of her moih^ eren 
by far more than the displeasure of her reyerend 
snitor, Troe, he might have spoken what he 
thought, that Evelyn Glare was an unCaithfiil 
lover ; hut then, even this would not be true, for 
she never loved him at all, and, moreover, was 
determined to be faithful to him who had won her 
heart. It certainly was noticeable that the Bev. 
Mr. llaymond felt rather out of place in the draw- 
ing-room on that occasion ; his powers of conver- 
sation seemed dull, his eye wandered unsteadily 
from Miss Glare to the General ; but then he 
would console himself by thinking that ere long 
she was to make him happy. He did not know 
the whispered secret of the two ardent hearts 
boforo him, that eloquently forbade the bans ere 
ho onlorod the drawing-room. 



GHAPTER XI. 

aurest and conviction op o'shba. 

The day following the night on which the dead 

body of the agent Gore was found on the Grosma- 

leen Road, a posse of armed soldiers, headed by 

Mr. Hogg, the local magiBkale, ^^^^^x^d outside 
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the new domicile of Bichard O'Shea, from whence 
they dragged him out^ amid the cries and enfcrea* 
ties of a sick wife, the wailing of a poor weak 
fjEimily, and the protestations of an innocent man. 
But protestations, wailings, and entreaties, were 
vain and useless ; the warrant which the officer 
held was signed by the magistrate who formed one 
of the press-gang, and it was for the arrest of 
Bichard O'Shea for the crime of wilful murder ; 
therefore resistance was useless. The village around 
was thrown into the utmost consternation at seeing 
the glittering armour of the soldiers ; it is true 
they were accustomed to such scenes, but the 
Bight of the soldiers was to them one of dread, 
and I might say terror, and, as such, could not be 
reconciled even by custom with their good feel- 
ings. Scenes of terror and tyranny, of eviction and 
rack-rent exacting, were those in which the soldiers 
were always called upon to overawe the inhabitants ; 
hence the reason why the peasantry regarded the 
soldiers with the bitterest feelings of hostility, 
some of them believing that the " sogers" were 
kept in Ireland for the purpose of keeping the 
Irish tenantry in subjection to the landlords. Of 
course it was not necessary that the soldiers 
should be sent to protect the lives of the land- 
lords, as these gentlemen found it more fascinat- 
ing to live on the continent^— the gamblvw^ \i<^lV^ 
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of Baden-Bftdeo, and the dazzling display of 
Loodon opera or bal masque had more attra^oDa, 
aod afforded ampler means for the spendbig of 
money^ (han did a healthful rural homo in the 
glens and yalleys of Ireland, whilst anch moi as 
Gore coald be fonnd to risk their Urea for sneh 
Tile ends as no humane (?) landlord would eror 
lend himself to. 

The peasantry of Castlevale flocked around 
0*8hea*s home, to see how the soldiers would act 
upon this occasion, and some wondering what 
conid be the matter. Their surprise was aug- 
mented upon seeing them drag the poor fellow 
from his sick wife's bedside in the most cruel 
manner. 

''What in the name of Heaven do you want 
with me now ?** said Bichard O'Sbea as soon aa 
be could recover bis position on his feet outside 
the boose. 

''Bu£San, you know fall well what we want 
Vfhh you, and the crime for which you are 
arrested," replied Hogg. 

'' I declare I don't know the jnanin^ o' this. 
don*t take me away until you tell me what it is 
for." 

" You like to hear it, eh, you hypocrite ? When 
you murdered an innocent man you should havo 
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reflected on the punishment that lay in store for 
yon^ but now it is too late." 

"What I what did you say? Murder who ?*' 

'' Ha, ha, ha. How innocent you are !'' suid 
Hogg. " I would have you be careful of what you 
say now, as it will be all adduced in evidence 
against you on your trial." 

** Good heavens ! what is this for ? Oh, what 
shall I do? I accused of murder, I that am as 
innocent of such a foul deed as the lisping babe at 
its mother's breast, alas! alas!" 

** Come, come my men, hurry him on," said 
Hogg, '' we must not remain here parleying any 
longer with him, these wild Irish staring at us, 
and us making ourselves look ridiculous before 
them." 

The soldiers, in reply to the latter command, 
made an e£fort to lead 0*Shea away with th^m, 
but he reeled and fell between their hands; he 
had swooned away, poor man, the excitement of 
the mysterious charge upon which he was arrested 
was too much for him to bear up against ; and, 
indeed, he bore up well until wrong heaped upon 
wrong had caused the powerful man to succumb ai 
last. They brought him cold water, gave him 
some to drink, and bathed his temples with it ; 
he opened. his eyes, they rolled wildly vdthin their 
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sockets, and, staring yacantly aronnd lum, lie 

exclaimed, — 

'' Ob, Kathleen, bare yon come, my own darlin', 
to see yer poor father ? but, no, 'tis all a dhrmme, 
cold, cold is yer bed this day, my sweet flower.** 

'' Now, then, no more of tbat foolery, yon 
mnrderons Tillain," said one of the soldiers, Aak- 
ing him roughly, '' bat come along with us." 

^* Ob, do let me see her before you tear me 
away, whorerer you're goin' to take me, let me see 
my poor Mary* Arrah, shure me darling is dyin*^ 
let me kiss her before you murder me." 

With some reluctance the magistrate, Hogg, 
permitted the feeble young man to re-enter the 
house from which he had been dragged so rudely, 
alihongh he remarked that a murderer should be 
shown no mercy. 

The scene between the sick woman and her 
hunband was indescribable. Bichard O'Shea 
kissed his wife again and again, whilst the 
children, crowding around the sick bed, joined 
their parents in the plaintive lamentations to 
which their grief gave utterance. One little girl 
flung her fairy arms around her " dada's" neck, 
declaring that he should not go with the '^sogers,'* 
or tbat ugly man along with them. 

'* 'Tis no use^ mavourneen, I must go«" 
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'' Oh, dada, dada, what will they do to you at 
all?" said the little child. 

** Nelly, love, don't make yer poor mother worse, 
asthoref I won't he long away from you, never fear," 
and the father kissed the pale cheek of the child^ 
as he spoke. 

"Now, then," shouted Hogg, **are you going 
to detain ns here all the day ? Your time is up, 
and we can wait for you no longer." 

The unfortunate man stooped once more to kiss 
his disconsolate wife^ one more embrace, the last, 
mayhap, for ever, ere he should be hastened off, 
he knew not where, nor wherefore ; hut, oh, that 
was a long sad embrace, and as the soldiers tore 
him away, his wife fainted, and his own senses 
were one chaos of distraction, one dream of heart- 
rending confusion, from which he awoke the 
following morning in the cheerless centre of the 
bridewell, whither he had been flung for a crime 
which he had never committed. Imagine his 
thoughts of home in that desolate place, his soli- 
citude for a dying wife, and an unprovided for and 
helpless family, for he had left three children 
behind Lim, two boys and a little girl ; — little blue- 
eyed Nelly, the picture of his departed Kathleen. 
— Ob, how his thoughts reverted to them as the 
scalding tears trickled down his pale cheeks, one 
after another^ in the lone cell. He hoyi Vu^^ >i^^^» 

8 
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he was charged with the heinoas crime of mnrder, 
for he was suspected of haying murdered the un- 
fortnnate agent of Lord Ironhoof. 

Meanwhile the London daily papers were filled 
with all kind of rumours respecting the agrarian 
murder which had heen perpetrated in the "West of 
Lreknd; and, indeed, one or two of them, the very 
essence of bigotry, found the accused man, 0*Shea, 
guilty, long ere judge or jury had given a verdict. 
Those papers who had so far facilitated the work of 
the judge, and given notice to the executioner, 
were making the case against the prisoner appear 
as black and hideous as possible, as indeed murder 
in the best ease is ; but the worst was that they felt 
sure tbe prisoner, and no other but he, had corn- 
mitted the crime. The day that Richard 0' Shea's 
trial came on for hearing, there was a great curi- 
osity evinced throughout the surrounding villages. 
The usual formalities of empanelling a jury were 
gone through, though indeed it was one of the 
greatest burlesques on English law that ever was 
enacted ; the parties elected were the wealthy 
agents, and orange landholders of the district, and 
right well did they do their work. The judge was 
an Englishman of honest dispositions, thoroughly 
opposed to agrarian crime, and, indeed, no very 
great friend to those who were generally the 
authors or originators of agrarian disputes; he was 
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accompanied on the bench by the zealous Mr. 
Hogg, the local magistrate, who secured the 
services of a lawyer to prosecnte on behalf of Lord 
Ironhoof. The lawyer, whose services he secured, 
was a deep designing villain, who would do any- 
thing for promotion and favour in the eyes of the 
authorities ; a most contaminated promulgator of 
baseless fabrications, and hence a fitting defender 
of the upright law that was framed for the protec- 
tion of life and property ; his name was Lawrence 
Leech, a public character universally known for his 
utter disregard of the truth ; the people gave him 
the sobriquet of Larry. He was of sharp visage, and 
possessed of a shrill voice, which was anything 
but euphonious, and always to be dreaded when it 
was raised against one in court. Larry Leech, 
the lawyer, thought to make great capital out of 
Richard O'Shea's trial, and he looked forward to 
it with delight, viewing it as an encounter with 
agrarianism in the flesh, and one in which the 
success would be on his side, and promotion by the 
State must inevitably follow. O'Shea was too poor 
to retain the services of a lawyer in his behalf, 
consequently the famous Larry had it all his own 
way ; and seeing that there was no opponent, he 
was determined to launch into a sea of invectives 
against the entire Irish tenantry, Loping to gain 
by his declamation the favour wYac\i \i^ ^^ Vsvi% 
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thirsted for, as the inflnence of the English and 
Irish aristocracy was concentrated in landlordism. 
On the day of O'Shea's trial, the coort and its en- 
virons were crowded with an eager congregation of 
the surrounding tenantry, who eyinced the greatest 
interest in the trial. The following remarkable 
speech was made by Larry Leech, the lawyer on 
that occasion, in addressing the judge. 

** My Lord, this is no ordinary case ; it is one 
that is fraught with the interests of the wealth, 
peace, prosperity, and loyalty of the country; a 
case which must set a precedent to other tumul- 
tuous spirits that infest this fair and unfortunate 
island, (bem, hem) — that prey upon her, my lord, 
like vultures upon the battle-plain after the battle 
is over, and that tend to reduce her to the most 
degraded position of any island on the face of 
the vast Atlantic; so much so, that, indeed, I my- 
self begin to be ashamed that any one should for a 
moment think me a patriot, although I bubble 
over even at this moment with the purest feelings 
of patriotism. My lord, you will not fail to see 
the utter monstrosity of the crime with which the 
prisoner at the bar is charged, who has been guilty 
of the shedding of innocent blood, and who, more- 
over, in addition to the awful and horrible crime 
of murder, has left the wife of my patriotic friend, 
jand the MthiaL and dutiful servant of the worthy 
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and hnmane Lord Ironhoof, a widow. It is need-^ 
less for me to say anything in praise of tbel 
deceased, or murdered, I should have said, the 
murdered man, as the amiable Lord Ironhoof 
himself testifies to that fact ; but this I have no 
hesitation in avowing, that a spirit of disloyal, and^ 
therefore, unlawful patriotism, has sprung up of 
late in this country — a spirit of universal patriot- 
ism, (ahem), of the most awfal dye, and a — it is 
your lordship's duty to quell — to quench it — ^to 
stamp it out. Let no man charge me with cla^ 
mouring for the blood of this man, who stands in 
the dock to-day charged with the most horrible 
crime — charged with — and charged justly and 
honestly with the murder of an upright man." 

" I deny it, villain, I deny it," shouted O'Shea^ 
who could restrain himself no longer. ** I nevei^ 
murdered him." 

" Silence, Sir," shouted Larry Leech, who here 
motioned one of the court bailiffs to stand more 
close to the prisoner and to enforce silence upon 
him; then, glancing sharply at the judge, from 
him to the prisoner, and then furtively at Hogg, 
be resumed, 

*'My lord, the spirit of universal patriotism 
which has flooded this land, was never before 
equalled for dark deeds in all the annals of bA&t^t^ 
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or mytbology^ the leading motto of its members 
the Irish"— 

Here he was again intermpted by O'Shea^ who 
Baid, bitterly, 

** Remember that yon are an Irishman yoorself. 
Leech." 

'' Silence, Sir 1" cried Leech, then resuming, he 
said, — 

'' I say that the leading motto of this patriot- 
ism is to kill all judges, lawyers, and apothecaries, 
and to massacre all the priests that go against 
their nefarious plans; killing agents and land- 
lords by wholesale being considered a most plea- 
surable pastime." 

Here a thrill of horror ran throagh the court, 
and several imprecations were muttered against 
''Larry," who continued, as soon as order was 
restored, — 

"My lord, I have not much more to state, 
knowing that your lordship is capable of dealing 
with wilful murder. I have only to add, that the 
prisoner, in the first place, was guilty of harbour- 
ing, against the law of the land and the law of the 
landlord, a Papist priest in his house, and that for 
this flagrant violation of a statute, had received 
notice to quit, and was dnly evicted, and in a 
few nights following the eviction, the dead body of 
the late respected Mr. Gore ^qle Ioxxh^l l^\ng in a 
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pool of blood on the Crosmaleen road, wbere^— it 
is an incontrovertibly established fact^ — he was 
murdered by this man, who, when arrested^ said 
*it served the land, agent right.* '* 

" Good Heavens ! what a treacheroos false- 
hood !" 

"Silence, Sir!" said the lawyer. **It now 
rests with your lordship, to say whether this sort 
of crime is to escape death or not." 

Here the lawyer resumed his seat, and Mr^ 
Hogg rose to say a word or two on the subject of 
agrarianism, when his lordship interposed, remark- 
ing that it was quite unnecessary for Mr. Hogg to 
endeavour to elucidate the matter more clearly 
than it already stood; then the judge addressed 
the jury briefly, and in a few minutes the fact wa9 
known in court, that "It is thought Bichard 
O'Shea, having had cause, or an imaginary one^ 
for seeking revenge of Mr. Gore, who executed hi9 
duty, murdered him on the Crosmaleen road on 
the night of the ninth of November, &c., and that, 
in consequence, the said Bichard O'Shea is guilty 
of murder." 

The judge then addressed the prisoner at some 
length, and concluded by saying, that the murder 
Was not suflSciently proved to warrant the carrying 
out of the extreme law of capital punishment, but 

^he circamBtances were so stiong ^g|s>^Xl^^»^^ Y^^" 
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Boner, thai be (the judge) eoold not oT^look iliem 
ftltogeiher, and henee be would eommifc bim to 
tweoiy years of penal semiade in Tan Diemen*8 

Land* 

A ibrill of sensation ran tbrongh tbe eonrt^ 
the prisoner alone remaining self-composed, ex- 
claimed, — 

'* My lord, yon bave condemned an innocent 
man V* And, at the conclasion of tliis sentence^ 
be was led out of tbe dock in cbains. 

Tbe judge felt deeply moved for the prisoner. 
He was an Englishman, as I bave stated previ- 
onsly, and took a great interest in Irish affairs. 

The innocent felon, 0*Shea, who had .kept bis 
spirits up buoyantly in the dock, now gave vent to 
bis pent-up grief in the lone and solitary cell, and, 
looHing the floodgates of his swelling heart, as be 
t^ljought of a sick loving wife, a poor weak family, 
and a fair form that slept in the old church-yard, 
be wept aloud. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

AN ELOPEMENT — UNEXPECTED NUPTIALS. 

Oar scenery changes from the lone cell of the 
felon to the banks of a charming lake. Oh^ what 
a glorious change ! What would the poor doomed 
felon not give for siich a one ! What would he 
not give to breathe the pure air of heaven : for a 
name unsullied, and a mind and conscience at 
rest ! Without fear of the serpents that lurk be- 
neath the flowing speeches of false friends, or the 
mandates which thunder forth from the tyrant when, 
like the rattle-snake, he is about to crush his vic- 
tim. But the doomed felon, innocent though he 
be, must pine his weary sentence out, whilst the 
ever-revolving wheel of time goes round to bring 
him the *^ morning of freedom,*' at present so far 
off in the dim vista of futurity. 

Our present scene is a lovely one. The placid 
lake, like a giant mirror, calm as death, sleeps in 
the bosom of the vast glen, reflecting moon and 
stars, and bordered by steep cliffs and hills, capped 
with snow, which shine in the soft moonlight like 
cliffs and hills of chalk. A little cove runs iuid 
the land parallel with Ebker Hou&e, ^\i^it^ ^»^^ 
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pleasore-boais, the property of Mr. Clare, are 
kept. The Lieatenaiit Gormae, Louis Do Yoy, 
and Evelyn Clare went for many a pleasure trip 
in one of these boats to the inhabited little island, 
situated in the centre of the lake. 

Three persons stood by the pleasnre-boats on 
the sandy beach of the lake, bnt this time it was 
not a pleasure trip to the island that was in con- 
templation, neither did Lieutenant Cormac form 
one of the party, who were no other than Evelyn 
Clare, General De Voy, and Peter O'Dowd. 

** Dearest Evelyn,*' saad Louis, as she rested on 
his shoulder, ''I fear you do not like to come 
aloDg with me, and leave your home and friends, 
to whom you are so much attached : it is not yet 
too late, if you regret the rash step you have 
taken." 

** Oh Louis, how can you imagine that I do not 
like to go with you ! It is not that which grieves 
me, but the thought that my poor mother will 
break her heart thinking of me. And should we 
be captured my family will be eternally disgraced. 
But all I risk is for your sake." 

" Evelyn, doubt not mine honour or my con- 
stancy. Once out of this isle of cruelty and op- 
pression we shall be made happy, and then, sweet 
one, you can allay the fears of a nK)ther by writing 
to her. Courage lo^e \ boi^ m God to be our 
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defender, and all will be well, with His divine 
assistance." 

"I do not doubt your honour, my own brave 
Louis ; if I did I woald not be here now : but I 
shudder lest father should follow and overtake 

OS. 

" He will not, love. Oar plan is ready. Learn 
only to confide in me, and all will yet be right." 

*' I do confide in thee, else why do I take this 
rash step ?" 

"Angels tend on thee, my own Evelyn," he 
said, and, pushing aside the luxuriant tresses, he 
kissed her snowy brow. 

Poor girl ! trusting in Louis's brave heart and 
manly arm to guard her, what harm could befal 
her? She looked up with a radiant smile, that 
chased away aught of sadness that dwelt for the 
moment on her young heart. 

At this moment Peter O'Dowd came up to where 
the lovers were standing, to apprize them of the 
fact that the boat was ready, a piece of iotelligence 
of which they took advantage, and in a few minutes 
later all three were seated in the snug little boat 
that bent its bow to the mirrored lake, as if con- 
scious of the precious task which it was aiding to 
perform. Right heartily did Louis De Voy and 
Peter O'Dowd pull the oars, making the ho«.i 
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almost fly on the surface of the water, until they 
reached the opposite side. 

** Now Peter," said Lonis, ** you can return, my 
good fellow, and we shall wait, here for the twelve 
o'clock mail coach." 

** The sorra foot o* me 'ill return, Misther Da 
Yoy, until I see ye safe and sound in the coach," 
was the reply, " I won't have long to wait now." 

It had been previously planned to meet the 
twelve o'clock mail coach, which was to convey the 
lovers to Dublin ; and for that purpose they took 
the genial Peter O'Dowd across the lake with 
them, so that he might bring back the boat to its 
original mooring, and so dissipate the idea of 
their having taken such means of escape. 

They had not long to wait for the *' Midnight 
Mail," as it was termed, and Peter O'Dowd, with 
delight and sorrow mingled, saw the runaway 
lovers seated in the coach Without delay. Horses 
were changed in a minute, and Peter O'Dowi 
wiped the tears from his eyes as he saw the 
** Midnight Mail," with its precious freight, sweep 
along the turn of the road, on, on, out of sight. 
Then he made the best of his way to the water's 
edge, and seating himself again in the little boat, 
pulled away across the lake in the lone moonlight, 
tmtil he reached the little cove by Esker House, 
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where he fastened it, and made his way home to 
his mother's cottage. 

It had been planned that Peter O'Dowd should 
accompany the lovers to France^ hut that idea was 
subsequently abandoned, as there was no one to 
support his mother, who would most assuredly suf- 
fer for any steps which her son might take. Mrs. 
Glare was astir betimes on the following morning, 
which was to her the harbinger of her daughter's 
wedding-day, and was not lax in directing the ser- 
vants, Peggy and Mrs. O'Dowd, to arrange the 
domestic preparations for so important an event. 
It was a clear frosty morning, and a keen westerly 
breeze braced the morning air. The Lieutenant 
and Mr. Glare made their respective appearances, 
in the hall of Esker House, and considerable sur- 
prise was expressed at Evelyn's not appearing 
early on such a morning. 

** It is strange, very strange, that Evelyn should 
evince so little regard for so great an event.. 
Peggy, go and call her," said Mrs. Glare. *' I 
know the poor dear girl is wearied at the thought 
of parting from me, she is so fond of her mother. 
Really, it is too bad of me to wish her married, 
but then you see he proposed for her, and what 
was I to do ? I did not like to give him offence, 
as indeed a refusal, couched in the most refined 
language, is taken for one ; and a postponement 
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he would consider as an evasion to his question^ in 
fact, another form of refasal." 

At this moment the servant rushed hack almost 
breathless, exclaiming that the young mistresa 
was not in her room. '* She isn't there at all ; 
shure I don't know what in the world is become of 
her, ma'am," 

Mrs. Clare, of course, did not believe this states- 
men t, and proceeded to see for herself, but only to 
realize the palpable truth that Evelyn was not 
there. She was gone, and where ? 

'' She did not make her appearance this morn- 
ing," said Mrs. Clare, ^' or I should have seen 
her, as I was about all the time." 

She communicated the circumstance of Evelyn's 
mysterious disappearance to the Lieutenant and 
Mr. Clare, each of whom seemed amazed. A 
thought flashed across the Lieutenant's mind that 
the young French General had not appeared either 
that morning, and he hastily asked if any one had 
seen him. Of course no one had, and the Lieu- 
tenant went straight to Louis De Voy's room. 
He was not there, and then the truth became 
^visible enough. *' They are gone," thought he to 
himself, " they are gone," and then, descending 
the stairs, he imparted the substance of his well- 
grounded conjecture to the anuous Mr. and Mrs« 
Clare. 
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" My God !" exclaimed the latter, " Low unfor- 
tunate ! Oh, I see it all, my darling Evelyn !" 
and she burst into tears. 

Mr. Glare could not utter a word ; he was not 
80 much moved as his wife, neither was he so 
much opposed to the union of his daughter with 
the young Frenchman, to whom Mrs. Clare had a 
great aversion as a son-in-law, chiefly on account 
of his religion. That was the only barrier which 
she could see was an impediment to thoir mar- 
riage, and even that she held to be an impassable 
one* Not so with Evelyn herself, who was in her 
heart a Catholic long ere she saw the young 
General ; therefore no one could charge her with 
becoming one for his sake. ] 

Everything seemed upset in Esker House. 
There was the wedding tromeau, which Mrs. 
Glare so much admired only the day previously, but 
which Evelyn cast aside. The day now advanced, 
and the Bev. Mr. Baymond, with his immediate 
friends, made their appearance at Esker House, 
in the best possible spirits ; but when the news of 
Evelyn's being missing was made known to him 
the buoyancy of the disappointed bridegroom 
vanished. The cup of happiness was dashed from 
his lips in the moment of hope, and he struggled 
hard to conquer his emotion. ^' It is just what I 
expected, Mrs. Clare," he said, '' from what I had 
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seen of Evelyn's attentions to the General and 
her indifference to me. Bat all is over. I must 
acquaint the clergyman and my guests of this sad 
and humiliating intelligence." 

Ohy what bitterness and remorse stung his soul 
as he spoke ! And without much more ceremony 
he mechanically raised his hat to Mrs. Clare, and 
unconsciously muttered, " Farewell, farewell, 
faithless Evelyn !" Then, wishing the Clare 
family a good morning, the Bev. Mr. Baymond 
and his friends retraced their steps to his home. 

Already several of the most intimate guests of 
Mrs. Clare were arriving at Esker House ; among 
them Mr. and Mrs. Bourke, but the sudden and 
unprepared for news of Evelyn's elopement had 
rendered Mrs. Clare so very unwell that she was 
compelled to keep to her room, where she refused 
to see any one. Ere long it had got pretty well 
circulated through Castlevale that Parson Bay- 
mond was disappointed, and that the fair young 
bride had blessed another with her love. Peter 
O'Dowd kept the secret well. To no one did he 
impart the transactions of the midnight trip over 
the lake, and therefore not one in Castlevale save 
himself was the wiser of the real course taken by 
the lovers ; and Peter kept them in blissful ignor- 
ance of the facts, hurrying about his work, as 
though he oi all others knew the least of the 
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transaction which formed a theme for the talka- 
tive. 

Not many miles distant from Castlevale thera 
resided a very wealthy family^ to whom the news 
of Evelyn Clare's elopement with the stranger was 
welcome intelligence. The mother smiled as she 
sat down to breakfast with her four daughters one 
morning, and conversed rather freely on Misi| 
Clare's folly. 

** She was always so austere ma'/' said Misfi| 
Amy Jerome. 

**And so proud Amy," added another, "she 
would scarcely speak to any one." 

The eldest of the Misses Jerome was by no 
means very young nor yet very handsome, some- 
where about thirty years of age, just about begin- 
mng to despair of ever getting married. Mrs. 
Jerome, her mother, had long thought what a good 
match for her daughter Amy, the Eev. Mr. 
Baymond would be ; but then, when she heard 
that his attentions were all paid to the Glare 
family she permitted this idea to abandon her 
some time since, as no doubt Evelyn Clare had 
won the affections of the young gentleman. Now 
Miss Clare was out of the road, and for some 
cogent reasons of Mrs. Jerome's, the latter invited 
the Reverend Mr. Raymond to her house ere he 
should be appointed to his new living \\i ^vii^ vj 

9 
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He accepted the inyitation con a more, and Miss 
Amy Jerome baying paid particular attention to 
liim during his brief visit at her mother's house^ 
the Beverend gentleman proposed for her hand, 
and she acquiescing to his kind wish» both were 
made happy by the minister of Crosmaleen : and 
here must end our notice of the Bev. Mr. Baymond, 
who along with his wife retired to live happily or 
unhappily at his new appointment in Galway. 



True to my mission, as my story advances I 
must — to depict accurately the several scenes and 
characters that form its chief attraction — ^vary in 
scenery and narrative without being considered 
fickle. Simultaneous with the wedding of Miss 
Jerome in Crosmaleen, three grand wedding 
carriages were driven down one of the principal 
streets of Paris, and thence to the magnificent 
church of Notre Dame. The horses were all 
white, decked with the most gorgeous trappings 
suited to such an occasion, and the several windows 
of the carriages were tastefully decorated with the 
most fashionable hangings. The postillions too 
were attired in the most novel style of livery worn, 
and altogether the scene was animated and 
interesting. They stopped outside the Church of 
Notre Dame, and from the first carriage a lovely 
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blashing maiden in white was led: the whole 
party proceeded then to the altar np the spacious 
aisle, and the solemn ceremony of the marriage 
was performed by a kind looking priest about the 
middle age. Two hearts were there and then 
united, and the pretty bride and handsome bride- 
groom, with their intimate friends, return to their 
carriages and are driven back to the neat villa resi- 
dence on the borders of the city. Perhaps the reader 
will have divined ere this who the pretty bride and 
handsome bridegroom are, if not he or she will be 
glad to learn that they are Evelyn and Louis De 
Voy, the former having laid aside her name and 
forfeited it in the solemn contract of matrimony, 
for the name of the latter, and henceforth courtesy 
entitles her to the name of Madame De Yoy* 
But as Louis' mother is also called Madame Da 
Toy, our newly-made bride must for the time 
bear the name by which she became familiar to us 
of Evelyn, unless on exceptional cases, when it is 
necessary for us to engage in a little tete-a-tete 
with her. The Villa De Voy, was the country 
seat of Madame De Voy — Louis' mother — whose 
husband had been dead for some time, but who 
was exceedingly fond of her son whom she brought 
up in the Catholic Faith. 

His choice of Evelyn for a wife pleased her very 
much, when she became acquainted with the 
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affable and kindly natnrd for which fihe Was so 
much admired. Here might my story end : but 
no — its chief characteristics have yet to come, and 
what now smiles in sunny France fall of life, and 
love, and joy, must yet weep in the woe-stricken 
Island of Green in the West. 



CHAPTER Xm. 

« 

A CONFESSION. 

The heavy blow which the arrest of Richard 
O'Shea dealt to his poor wife, and his subsequent 
Sentence of twenty years penal servitude for a 
crime of which she knew he was innocent, were 
well nigh killing her after the shock which the 
poor woman sustained by the eviction. Evelyn 
Clare had been very kind to her before her elope- 
ment with General De Voy, but now that she was 
gone, Mrs. O'Shea began to fear the worst for 
herself and her weak family. In this trying ordeal 
little Nelly 0*Shea was her mother's chief com- 
fort, she waited on her, watched by her sick bed- 
side through the long dreary nights, and bathed 
her aching temples when the fever raged at its 
highest. Poor child! she had a heavy task to 
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perform in attending her sick mother and her 
two little brothers. Mrs. Glare paid her an occa- 
sional visit, very often bringing with her some little 
present or other for the distressed family. One 
day Mrs. O'Shea felt a little better than usual, 
and little Nelly was much elated in consequence ; 
Mrs. Glare called as u^ual and sat by her mother's 
. bedside, whilst the attentive child paid all the 
attentions in her power to the kind lady. 

"How are you to-day my good woman?*' 
inquired Mrs. Glare, taking the seat provided her 
by the child. 

** I'm a Uttle aisier this mornin' ma'am, thank 
you." 

" My unfortunate girl Evelyn, took a deep in? 
terest in you." 

** She did my poor girl, did ye hear from her 
ever since she left the counthry ?" ventured Mrs*. 
O'Shea. 

Mrs. Glare paused meditatively, and then 
replied, 

** Why, yes, she — or rather he whom she chose 
for her husband, favoured us with a card, intimat*- 
ing that she was married at the church of Notre 
Dame." 

" Indeed ma'am, and where is that ?" 

^'Oh in Paris, it is a Gatholic Cliuxc\i\j:^>\raii» 
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t need not tell you in yonr delicate state what 
I think of it.'' 

Mrs. Clare knew that she was speaking to one 
whose religion she hated, who was of the same 
religious belief as him whom her daughter chose 
for a husband, yet there was a chord of tenderness 
within her bosom, and she wept for the utter 
misery and helplessness of the poor family she 
now saw destitute, and she could not help thinking 
how utterly estranged to the least spark of charity 
must he be who brought about such a state of 
affairs. After some further conversation with 
Mrs. O'Shea, Mrs. Clare took leave of the family, 
deeply touched by their position. Mrs. Clare was 
the last person in the world Mrs. O'Shea would 
have expected to visit her twelve months since, 
knowing her inherent antipathy to the faith 
which she professed. Shortly after Mrs. Clare's 
visit to the O'Shea family, she sent the servant 
Mrs. O'Dowd with some further articles of com- 
fort. The widow O'Dowd's visits were frequent 
enough, so when she entered on this occasion 
there was nothing beyond the usaal cead failtha 
until the widow made known her mission, when 
poor Mrs. O'Shea wept tears of real gratitude for 
her new benefactress, the "lady" at the "Big 
House," and was half inclined to think that the 
Catholic frenchman waa Nex^ ei\ie\.\A tike away 
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her daughter so nDceremonionsIy. Time wore on, 
and as it did Mrs. O'Shea became much better. 
One evening as she was seated beside the fire 
an old woman entered the cottage, and after the 
usual greeting asked if Mrs. O'Sbea thought her- 
self able to accompany her to her house, which was 
but a few hundred yards distant : she seemed 
much distressed and wept all the time she spoke 
to Mrs. O'Shea. Her manner and bearing 
excited the curiosity of the latter, who inquired 
what was the matter ? 

** Oh my poor boy is dying," replied the other, 
'^ he was comin' from market this mornin' when 
the horse took fright and started off, throwin' him 
out o' the cart on the road, and the cart wheels 
passed over his body! wirra ! wirra ! what '11 1 do 
at all r 

" The Lord save us !" ejaculated Mrs. O'Shea, 
** that's a sarious matter entirely. Then I bleave, 
Mrs. Grady, there is nothin' for us here but 
throubles and thrials, but you know we must 
submit ourselves to the holy Will of God." 

The woman thus addressed was the mother of the 
young man Grady, who, it will be remembered, 
shot Gore the agent, on the Grosmaleen road. 

He was now dying from injuries which he re- 
eeived in the manner described by his mother to 
Mrs. O'Shea, and feeling thai \i\.^ exA ^%s^ ^ 
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hand, he thought to send for Father Dwyer, whose 
advice he wanted on a subject of vast importance ; 
he also thought that his confession of the nourdelr 
might serve to mitigate the. sentence of Eichard 
O'Shea, who was wrongfully accused of it. 

Father Dwyer had already arrived, and sat by 
the unfortunate young man's bedside, who was 
struggling to reconcile his will with the hope of 
salvation. Hope and despair were combating 
Within his thoughts, which were fitful, and which 
ever and anon broke foi-th incoherently into some 
wandering meaningless expression. The good 
priest watched the struggle with deep interest, 
and earnestly prayed for the sufferer, who, turn- 
ing his eyes upon him, said : 

" Oh father, I feel that I will not be forgiven. 
I see him now and again, standing before my eyes 
with his hideous countenance, and I cannot help 
looking at him.*' 

"Have hope: pray, my child, pray to the 
Blessed Mother of God to intercede for you, and 
repent within your heart of your crime. It was 
certainly an awful thing to deprive a fellow crea- 

m 

ture of life, no matter what his offence might 
have been ; yet remember that God is infinitely 
merciful, if we are only truly sorry for our sins, 
and hope in Him, therefore don't despair of His 
infinite mercy«" 
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These words of consolation had the effect of 
soothing the young man somewhat, and he was 
eilent for a little while, during which time he 
made an effort to pray in thought : at length he 
ftaid, " Father Dwyer, I wondher if Mrs. O'Shea 
has come yet ; I have a great work before me, and 
'^oh, I feel so weak for the task. I want to set 
that innocent man free, and how will I do it ?" 

*'Very simply. Send for the magistrate, and 
tell him that you have to make your dying deposi- 
tion of the deed, to charge yourself with it, re- 
qesting him to forward it to the proper quarter^ 
and he will then set the matter right.'' 

'* Oh, heaven bless you, father, for that advice* 
Bhure I wouldn't think o' what to do meself, an' 
I wouldn't tell anybody else what I done until I'd 
ax you." 

'*If you wish^ I will write the note to the 
magistrate, and lose no time in sending it at 
once ; and when he arrives simply tell your story 
before the magistrate and whatever witnesses you 
ehoose." 

*' Won't yqp stay along with me?" said the 
dying man, who could not bear to let the priest 
oat of his sight. 

** I must retire whilst the magistrate is here, at 
any irate. You know that I myself am an out- 
law^ and that were I found out I should be 
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Beverely punished. Which of the magistrates 
shall I send for ?" 

" Oh, don't send for that villain Hogg, what- 
ever you do. Write to Misther Fawcett, the 
Englishman ; he is better than Hogg anyhow, and 
more straightforward." 

Accordingly, Father Dwyer wrote the letter in 
haste to the magistrate named, who lost no time 
in driving down in his gig, bringing with him his 
clerk. When he arrived at the house of the sick 
man he sent for a doctor, and also for Mr. Clare, 
with whom he was on the best of terms. Then 
before the witnesses did Grady make his full con- 
fession of the murder, stating as well as he could 
how everything occurred, all of which was entered 
minutely by the clerk, and at the conclusion of 
his confession the dying man begged that the 
magistrate would forward his confession to the 
proper place, so that the innocent O'Shea might 
be set free ; a request which the magistrate pro- 
mised to comply with, and then left the house 
together with Mr. Clare and the doctor. 

When they were going along the path that led 
to the high road, the magistrate, addressing Mr. 
Clare, said, ^' Well, this is a most extraordinary 
aflfair." 

'' The most I ever heard of," said Mr. Clare. 
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** Doctor, what is your opinion of the sick man ?" 
he continued* 

' "My opinion is," said the doctor, 'Hhat he 
will not live until morning." 

"Do you think that the prisoner 0*Shea will 
he benefited by the murderer's confession ?*' in- 
quired Mr. Clare of the magistrate. 

" Most undoubtedly he will. I do not mean to 
Bay that he will be liberated at once, but it will 
tend to lessen his sentence, and perhaps he will 
be pardoned in the course of a few years. You 
see, it is hard to disprove, after all, that O'Shea 
was not an accomplice to the deed." 

" But you heard the dying man state that he 
committed the crime of his own accord." 

*^ That is a thing which the authorities will not 
pay much attention to. However, the confession 
of the man Grady is very fortunate for the pri- 
soner, and I shall not fail, Mr. Clare, to send it 
off at once." 

" Ay, do, for I learn that 0* Shea's little family 
are in great want, and it will be a great boon for 
them and him if he is set free, so that he may see 
to them." 

As the magistrate and Mr. Clare were on very 
good terms they both sauntered leisurely to the 
Louse of the latter, after having wished the doctor 
a good evening. On their way there their conver- 
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sation turned to the elopement of Miss Glare with 
the Frenchman. 

** Haye yon heard from them since they went to 
Paris ?" inquired the magistrate. 

" Oh yes, we have been favoured with their 
card intimating to us the happy intelligence of 
their union at the church of Notre Dame." 

*' Indeed I" exclaimed the magistrate; "how 
unfortunate, my dear friend. Has this French- 
man much wealth ?*' 

** Why yes ; the lieutenant tells me his mother 
commands considerable wealth; but you know 
those French ladies keep up such a show of 
fashion even in the humblest circles, that actually 
one might take them for millionaires if he did 
not see an account of their assets and liabilities. 
. In fact, our wealthiest ladies here would not 
dream of launching into such a sea of silks and 
satins, patent and genuine.'' 

"Ay, that's true, but yet there may be somo 
wealth : it is not so bad after all." 

*' It would not be so very bad," said Mr. CIare» 
" if the young man were of any other religion ; 
not that I see much contrary to what we might 
acknowledge ourselves in those Papists ; but then 
Mrs. Clare has the most decided aversion to them. 
Well, here we are at Esker House," he added, 
indicating to hiA friend oi Uio \^xi<^\i ikiAiL ha 
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wished to suspend speaking of the present subject^ 
which was complied with accordingly. 

Let ns return and take a glance at the patient 
with whom they have been to fulfil his ardent 
wish. After they left the cottage the dying man 
Grady called out for Father Dwyer, who hastened 
to his call, and went to see him. Grady declared 
that his conscience was much lighter since he had 
put the matter in the hands of the magistrate and 
Mr. Clare. " Now I feel," he added, " that poor 
O'Shea will be set free, an* that his poor childer 
can walk the world without bein' pointed at as 
murdherers. And God knows it will be a happy 
freedom for meself too, whin I am gone out o' 
this." 

The priest could now see that despair was con- 
quered at last, and hence that hope must be vic- 
torious. Oh what a dreadful contemplation it 
must be to the departing soul to feel that betwixt 
God and itself there is to be no reconciliation ; 
that despair has conquered hope ; and that doubts 
its fate beyond the chaotic dream of death ; when 
it perceives the gates of eternity flung open to 
usher it into that illimitable space. On the other 
hand, what sweet consolation it is to be able to 
hope in the tender mercies of Him who oflfered up 
His life for sinners on the cross ; to have courage 
to pray to Him, and to be able to tk'aV >Jii^ VoX^t^ 
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cession of His Divine Mother in that momentous 
time When the sands of life are run^ and when 
the soul is panting to be free from its argillaceous 
prison. Some persons .might fancy that I am 
moralising too much^ but the truth cannot be 
told too often^ for the mercy of God is in- 
finite* 

Grady felt that his time was over on earth: 
the pain became more intense as the evening 
wore on, and now his eyes stare vacantly at space 
and his countenance wears that mournful expres- 
sion, the sure harbinger of death. Then he raves 
and mentions in broken accents the name of 
Gore, who, he says, is looking at him beckoning 
him forward, and he makes a desperate effort to 
seize the spectre of his fancy, but in vain does he 
endeavour to rise, he falls heavily on his pillow — 
All was over, and the soul of the young man had 
rushed through the portals of death ! 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

SHIPWHECEEI)* 

Sanny May had succeeded cloudy winter^ and 
the frozen trees and snow-clad earth had changed 
iheir hoary coats for green foliage and verdure. 
The sun shone obliquely over the mountain-tops 
of the Slievebawn range — and on the placid lake 
in the valley, as if imparting to it its final kiss ere 
sinking in the horizon. The cuckoo sang its 
sweet notes in harmony with the other warblers 
of the grove, enlivening the stillness of the glen. 
The song of the village maiden as she tripped 
lightly homeward from her evening's milking, 
spoke of a light and joyous heart, with whose 
outpourings of song and mirth were united her 
labour and toil ; thus making life's thorny path a 
very paradise of delight strewn with roses. Oh 
happy heart, unsullied by the black artifices of 
a deceitful and degenerate world: drinking to 
inebriation the delights of an unalloyed and un- 
contaminated atmosphere ! What happiness is 
thine ! But all is not happiness in the halls 
where wealth and luxury and pomp reside, even 
this moment a cloud of misfortune ho^^ ^\i\£L^\iSX!A 
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Esker House, and the proad spirit of Mrs. Clara 
is somewhat humbled. 

''Bear him g^tly in, my good men/' said 
Lieutenant Cormac, addressing four stout young 
fellows, who carried between them a male form 
which to all appearances was lifeless. They placed 
liim on a couch, the limbs seemingly rigid as 
death. It was Mr. Clare, who had been out driv-^ 
ing in his gig, and the horse, a spirited animal, 
becoming restive, plunged forward, and threw his 
master out of the Tohicle. The shoek was fatal, 
though not of an instantaneous fatality. He had 
been foimd lying insensible on the carriage-drive 
by his servant Peter O'Dowd. Mrs. Clare's grief 
knew no bounds ; with all possible haste she des* 
patched a messenger for the doctor, who arrived in 
due time and dressed the sufferer's wounds. It 
was found that Mr. Clare had sustained a severe 
concussion of the brain, and that at the most he 
would not survive above twenty-four hours. The 
doctor remained by bis bedside until consciousness 
had retamed, and then the parson was sent for, a 
kind consoling sort of person. As soon as he 
arrived and found out the real position of the 
patient, he advised him to prepare for the next 
world, and to have his will executed without delay. 
The Beverend gentleman's advice was acted upon 
accordingly, and ere the golden rays of the mor« 
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row's sun shone on Gastlovale, the spirit of Mr. 
Clare had gone to 

'* That nndiscoyered eonntry, from whose honm 
Ko trafeller returns.*' 



How little we know that, whilst we are enjoying 
ourselves, some dear friend or other may he 
suffering in the agonizing throes of death, or 
writhing nnder some mental torture, weeping, per- 
haps, whilst we smile and laugh boisterously. 
Oh ! could we know in such a moment that those 
our bosom friends suffered, how soon it would 
loach our heart strings, and chase away the sunny 
smile that erst had lit up our countenances ; for 
there are none of us who have not some friend or 
other,- whose grief would be our grief, and whose 
death would recall to our memories some dear 
reminiscences of times gone by that would cause 
a tear to flow. But it is not good for the human 
heart, nor for our peace of mind, that we should 
permit ourselves to be thinking for ever of our 
absent friends — that we should be over-solicitous 
lest anything should befal them ; for if such were 
the case^ we should never be permitted even a 
moment's leisure or recreation ; for what is either 
wherein the comfort of mind or heart ^\x^e;t Nk^Tsi* 

10 
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Belves to be carried away with absence of ihongbt? 

In that grand Villa De Voy on the borders of 
PariSy there is joy today^ and there are those there 
who laugh and sing. Oh! were Evelyn — (now 
Madame De Yoy) in Esker House, what a dijBTer- 
ent feeling would have possession of her young 
soul ! or did she even know that her father lay a 
rigid corpse in Gas tlevale— that the mother she so 
loved was torn by grief — how soon would the 
buoyancy of her spirits flee. The time since her 
arrival in Paris had been one dream of joy ; she 
was highly delighted at the grandeur and magnifi- 
cence of the city. She had visited and adored in 
all the beautiful churches, according to her wish 
when ia Gastlevale, taking her music lessons of 
Louis in that neat little drawing-room overlooking 
the spacious lawn and the romantic lake — in that 
drawing-room where she moved like a sunbeam, 
casting light and joy wherever she went. But 
now that fair beam of radiance graced a far-off 
villa in the outskirts of Paris, and that smile of 
love and joy was destined to gladden the heart of 
him with whom she crossed the stilly waters of 
the clear lake that moonlight night in winter, 
whilst sadness reigns in the home she left. 

It is true a faint cloud would sometimes cross 
that radiant smile, but it was only when her 
thougbta reverted to hex mother, of whom she had 
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been so very fond. Evelyn was now a Catholic, 
or rather was enabled to profess and practise that 
Catholic faith which it was treason to belong to in 
her native land. She had at Christmas heard 
with rapturous delight^ the hymn Adeste Fideles 
sang in the magnificent Cathedral by a vast choir 
that numbered some of the most eminent singers, 
until she felt transported from this terrestrial 
world into some elysium of celestial joy and bliss. 
And then again she had heard, until she was 
moved to tears, the truly solemn and touching 
Lymns sung to the music of Pergoles6, who was 
the Bossini of that day. 

^'Oh, Louis, how delightful it is!" she ex- 
claimed one day in a transport of joy. **How 
blind they are to the true worship of God, who 
have outlawed its ministers and forbidden its prac- 
tice, in the endeavour to drive Catholicity from 
our country !** 

And then Louis thought of that cold day by 
Corrig-dhu, when he had seen the devoted congre- 
gation kneel on the snowy earth ; and as he con- 
trasted their devotion with the grand and fashion- 
able congregations around him, who worshipped 
with such indifference, or perhaps, sometimes did 
not worship at all ; he unconsciously permitted a 
tear to escape and trickle down his c\ie^\&« 

^* My dear Louis, what can \)e ttx^ m"aXX»^t'i "V 



X48 B7ELTN CLABS; OB, 

am enre yoa are not quite well ;" said his wife, 
laying her hand on his shoulder. 

** Oh ! I am quite well, my Evelyn, there is 
nothing the matter love, but your words recalled 
to my mind a scene which I witnessed in Ireland 
whilst there." 

And then he told her of the Mass by Corrig-dhu. 
Evelyn was much moved by his touching narrative, 
and as he finished, she sighed : 

''It is very strange, Louis dear, that my mother 
or even father did not reply to our note !" 

'* Do not let that trouble you, my little dove, 
we have done our duty by letting them know; 
they will acknowledge us some day, and, perhaps, 
be glad to do so." 

" Louis," she said with a look of reproach, the 
tears filling her eyes as she spoke. ''Louis, that 
is really too bad." 

" What is too bad, Evelyn ?" 

" Why — why I think you should not have said 
that they might be glad to acknowledge us some 
day.'' 

" Evelyn, you misapprehend my meaning : do 
you imagine for a moment that I would hurt your 
feelings ? Oh, no. I own that I committed a 
blunder by saying it as I did ; what I meant was, 
that we might rise to affluence, grandeur-— that I 
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might win a name^ EveljD^ that would gain us the 
esteem of your parents." 

*'My own Louis, I did indeed mistake your 
meaning, but" — 

As she spoke a handsome little brunette en- 
tered with a letter for Mons. De Voy. It was in 
deep mourning, and bore all the traces of having 
been sent from Castlevale. Evelyn's cheeks 
flushed, as she beheld it the wine colour came and 
went as fast as the pulse beat, for it struck her — 
the lightning thought — that some one must be 
DEAD AT HOME ; and then the fear that her own 
elopement, contrary to her parents wishes, had 
caused her mother's death. 

Louis, perceiving her emotion, endeavoured to 
conceal the letter from her, and he carelessly 
slipped it into his pocket, and then resumed his 
former self-possession. 

*' Oh, Louis, Louis, do not deceive me ; do not 
hold me in suspense. For God's sake let me 
know how my mother is ! Oh, my darling 
mother !'* 

Louis tried to evade showing the letter, but it 
was no use, Evelyn's entreaties could not be 
Ignored, consequently he was compelled to read 
its contents, which ran as follows : — 
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** Esker House, Castlevale, 

**May 10th. 
** Mons. De Voy, 

"I now venture to address you and my 
daughter Evelyn as my dear children. Sorrow 
has bowed my hearty and Death, the mighty 
leveller of all ranks, has humbled my spirit. It is 
with the greatest conceivable grief that I essay to 
inform you of the sudden death of your father — 
my beloved husband — ^who was thrown out of his 
gig whilst driving home from town the other day, 
and sustained injuries which proved fatal. He 
had suflScient time left to make a will, which he 
•did in your favour, bequeathing to you all his vast 
estates. Lose no time in coming home, therefore, 

to console the afflicted heart of 

" Your bereaved mother, 
Anna Clare." 

"My God!" exclaimed Evelyn. "My father! 
oh, my dear, dear father, why did I leave you ! My 
father dead !" 

" Evelyn, do not allow yourself thus to be 
carried away, but resign yourself to the holy will 
of God, who holds our lives and destinies in His 
hands. Have courage, therefore, and hope and 
trust in Him." 

Evelyn, who was weeping distractedly, listened 
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to the soothing words of Lonis^ and, as he had 
done speaking, she rose from the coach whither 
she had snnk, at the conclusion of the letter, and 
she said, — 

'* Dearest Louis, pardon me, if I have said 
anything which would give you oflfence, you know 
I love you above all things in the world ; but, oh ! 
my poor dear mother, her heart will break, and — 
and I — ^my loving father, I shall never, never see 
him again !" and she burst into tears anew. 

" Evelyn," said Louis, '* you know that Catho- 
lics can pray.^* 

" I apprehend what you would say, Louis, but 
you know my poor father was not a Catholic.*' 

** Your mother desires that we go as far as her 
without further delay ; I think we had better losd 
no time in doing so.*' 

^'Oh, Louis, how can I go and see my dear 
mother, she will be angry with me." 

** No, no; you must not think that; I will ask 
my mother's advice upon the matter." 

Madame De Voy, (Louis' mother), an aflfable 
middle aged lady, who could speak English 
fluently, expressed great sympathy with Evelyn; 
and, as her advice veas sought by her son almost 
in all things, Louis and Evelyn joined their opin« 
ions with her on the subject of going to Ireland* 
8hd advised them to write to Mrs. Clare^ and tell 



i 
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her that in the coarse of circamstances, at pre- 
sent they could not go to Ireland^ hat, that in a 
few hrief months they would have all things 
settled, and then he ahle to go. Louis, obserying 
the manner in which Evelyn received the intelli- 
gence of her father's death, thought this a wise 
course to pursue, as he thought that three months 
would do much to allay the present excited state 
of his wife's mind. Evelyn herself concurred in 
this opinion, con-a-more, and, accordingly, the 
substance of their deliberations wore transmitted, 
with their condolence, to Mrs. Clare, who now 
thought it a very long time to wait three months 
without seeing Evelyn, of whom she was so fond. 
But the ever-revolving axis of time brings seasons 
round in their due course, and the months of May, 
June, and July, passed over, and blossomed 
summer had ripened into golden harvest, a prolific 
harvest it was everywhere, but in the *' Island of 
Landlords." Sunny France had reaped a rich 
store from its cornfields, and the grapes, laden with 
wine, clustered from the eaves of its compact 
villas, looking ruddy as the lips of a fair maiden. 

Evelyn and Louis had not yet embarked for 
L'eland to claim their property; letters came 
almost daily from Mrs. Clare, entreating them to 
go home; and, at length, one foggy September 
morning, they bade flEirewell to Madame Do Yoy, 
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and her villa home, for a time, at least, and set 
out for Esker House, in the West of Ireland, 
Louis was grieived to the heart to part with his 
mother. She loved him with all the fondness of 
a mother, and acted a mother's part towards 
Evelyn daring her stay along with her ; and 
Louis, in return, like a good son, loved his mother 
fondly. It was not to be wondered at, then, that 
as they parted again, each wept bitterly. Evelyn's 
heart beat quickly at the idea of again meeting 
her mother, whom she had left, so unceremoni- 
ously ; yet her loving invitations were not to be 
disregarded ; so, bidding adieu once* more to the 
grand French capital, Louis and Evelyn De Voy 
embarked for Dublin. 



It was evening, and the clouds passed fitfully 
over the sky, foreboding a rough night. So 
Captain Wilson thought, as he paced the deck 
of the neat Schooner Geneva. Night came on, 
and as it did, the bosom of the ocean heaved into 
black mountainous waves, striding over its sur- 
face with gigantic force — now obscuring from 
sight the Ireland-bound ship, and now raising 
her on the tops of a black billow, like a speck 
against the . stormy horizon. The little crew 
worked dexterously under command, ol V^i^\t ^\&*^ 
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Captain^ and for a while kept their vessel gallantly 
under command. The passengers were all sent 
below, and some of them prayed fervently, whilst 
others, nnable to pray, waited with breath snspent 
the dread moment when their vessel should succumb 
to the fury of the tempest. Captain and men 
worked unceasingly; and bravely withstood the 
storm. At length, in a moment of hope, one 
ominous wave more mighty than its successors^ 
rose like a vast black mountain, and from its top 
poured the white breaking-brine down on the 
little vessel like an avalanche. The water rushed 
into the hold, and then from the imprisoned 
passengers arose a cry of despair. They clamoured 
loudly to be released from their prison, where they 
were now being suflfocated. There was no time to 
be lost, the Captain perceiving the inevitable fate 
of all, released the passengers, and then in a 
hurried tone — in an awful moment — he apprised 
them of their impending fate. Pumps were 
applied and worked without eflfect, for a mighty 
breaker, swelling almost to the skies, rose, and 
looking like a snow-capped mountain, dashed over 
the vessel, sweeping several of the passengers and 
crew overboard — oh, it was a moment of dreadful 
^suspense and terror! The captain and his crew 
bad now lost all command of the ship, and she 
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was tossed about in the waves heedless of helm or 
sail for her guide. 

A cry of joy rose from the doomed vessel* '* A 
sail ! A sail ! A ship !" as her occupants 
conld see a ship bearing towards them. Close 
by a mast stood a lady and gentleman : it was 
Evelyn and Louis De Voy, who each held the mast 
wilh one hand each; whilst with their other hands 
they held each other in embrace, taking a long last 
&rewell ere sinking to sleep in the vast bosom of 
the deep. Evelyn's prayer-book, which she had 
been reading in the hold, fell from her hand on 
the deck, and Louis stooped to restore it, when 
mnother breaker more cruel than the first, rushed 
tipon him, and swept him overboard. Evelyn 
shrieked, clutched the mast more firmly ; the sight 
left her eyes for a moment, as she beheld him 
sink beneath the wave, and she saw her Louis no 
more! 

Meanwhile the captain and some of the sailors 
who had got into a small boat, saw her standing 
lonely by the mast^ her hair hanging in wild pro- 
fusion around her fair face, and she was straining 
her eyes to catch one more glimpse of her hus- 
band in the surging billows. The captain seeing 
her was moved to compassion, and knowing the 
awful fate that must befal her if she remained 
there, he hurried up to where B\i^ ^1^%^ ^\A "ox^*^ 
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ceremoniously loosing her nervoas grasp^ he softly 
threw her into the brawny arms of a stoat burly 
sailor, who placed her tenderly in the small boat, 
and then the race for life ensued. The sailors 
pulled bravely against the storm, and ere they had 
reached many yards from the ship they saw her 
sink beneath a huge billow. The ship which they 
had seen before quitting their own, now hove 
still nearer. She was a fine vessel and resisted 
the storm bravely. She was far superior to the 
Geneva, and was soon along side the small boat 
from which her crew lifted the unfortunate occu- 
pants, dripping wet and almost exhausted. All 
the attention of the crew of the ship Paris, (bound 
for Ireland also), was turned to the shipwrecked 
' suflferers, more especially to Evelyn, who was 
passing from swoon to swoon. As the crew 
turned their ship Paris, Ireland-watd again, some 
of them could see a lifeboat — about the place 
where the Geneva had sunk for ever — and its 
occupants were rowing with all their might to 
the coast several miles south of Boulogne, whither 
they were drifted by the storm. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

I 

AT HOME AGAIN. — PLOTTING AND PLANNING. 

Evelyn arrived safely in Castle vale, thougli with 
a sad and aching heart; she was received with 
all possible affection by her mother, who now 
was to condole wilh her also for the loss of a dear 
husband. Some nine or ten months after her 
arrival in Castlevale, news reached the neighbour- 
hood, that Eichard O'Shea, who had been con- 
victed for the murder of Mr. Gore, the agent of 
Lord Ironhoof, was about to be liberated shortly. 
This was joyful news to his poor wife and family. 

"And will he come home then, mamma?" in- 
quired little Nelly, with a glow of intense satis- 
faction pervading her pale face. 

" Yes, darlin*, he will come home then, and 
you and Charlie and Tom must try and be good 
scholars by that time.*' 

" Oh, I know all the Catechism, and I know 
arithmetic as far as division," said the girl, with 
an air of confidence. 

" He will bring such a lot of money, and dresses 
for you and me, mamma, won't he ?" continued 
the child^ mirthfully. 
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Mrs. O^Shea did not attempt to clieck the pretty 
prattle of her fair little Nelly. It had been hard 
times with her since that unfortunate day when 
she was turned out of her snug home^ on to the 
snowy hill side, and since her husband had been 
wrongfully convicted. 

Mrs.^ 0*Shea was brooding over her trials, and 
endeavouring to solve the popular domestic prob- 
lem, of making both ends meet, when her reverie 
was disturbed by a knock at the door. She was 
glad to see that her visitor was no other than 
Evelyn, who came to congratulate her on the 
happy tidings of her husband's liberation. 

" Thank you, my dear lady," said Mrs. O'Shea, 
when Evelyn made known her mission. 

'^ I'm glad, indeed, to see you lookin' so well. 
An' how is the baby ?" 

Evelyn smiled sadly, and replied — 

** Oh, the baby is quite well, Mrs. O'Shea, thank 
God and you ; and now that we are speaking of 
him, I want you to take and nurse him for me, it 
will give you something to do, and I will not fail 
to see you fully recompensed for your trouble; 
therefore, have courage, my dear woman, a brighter 
day will shortly dawn for you ; but, my sun has 
set, never, never more to rise again," and Evelyn 
wept. 

^^ Don't cry now, ma'am, ^otYagpod at all in 
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cryin*. I was cryin' meself until me eyes were 
nearly melted oat o' me head, an' share it was no 
good ; bat I believe the prayers I said to God an* 
His Blessed Mother helped to relase my poor hus- 
band. I will take charge o' the baby^ and do all 
in my power for his comfort." 

Now^ perhaps the reader is anxious to know 
who this interesting little charge of a baby is. 
The subject is a delicate one^ 'tis true, too delicate 
for one such a slave to mauvaise honte as the pre- 
sent writer ; nevertheless^ in justice to truth and 
accuracy, he must not overlook such an important 
piece of intelligence. Some eight months after 
Evelyn's arrival in Esker House, a young heir 
was born for her to the Esker estates, and now 
that the father, Louis De Yoy, was, to all appear- 
ance, lost for ever, the whole responsibility of 
training up her son rested with Evelyn, who was 
determined to bring up her boy in her own faith, 
that faith which she had adopted in Paris, and 
practised as well as the laws of the country would 
permit — nay, better — for the laws would not per- 
mit it at all — ^but the smouldering spark died not 
out. Knowing poor Mrs. O'Shea's position, and 
her many amiable qualities, Eveljm thought she 
could not do better than give her the tending of 
her child, at least until such time as she could do 
better. Mrs. O'Shea thanked Uex «^^uv:cA^^^^ 
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and promised to do all in her power to care the 
precious charge. 

As Evelyn was retnrning to Esker Honse^ down 
the lane that led from where Mrs. O'Shea liyed, 
she was accosted by a gentleman of some thirty or 
more years of age, who was on horseback ; she had 
no difficulty in recognizing him as Lord Ironhoof, 
who was staying on a visit at his head agent's 
residence, Mr. Hogg the magistrate, who succeeded 
Mr. Gore in that office. Lord Ironhoof had seen 
Evelyn when she was Miss Clare, and had no diffi- 
culty in recognizing her again, although her beau- 
tiful features wore a shadow of sadness on account 
of the many trials she had undergone since the 
lord had seen her last. 

" Good morning. Miss Clare — or I beg pardon — 
Madame — Madame — what is your name?" said 
the lord, raising his hat, politely. It was evident 
he was puzzled over the name, which he had 
heard once, but forgotten again. Evelyn was too 
gentle not to relieve his embarrassment, although 
she hated him for his cruelty, so she replied, — 

" My name, Lord Ironhoof, is Madame Be 
Voy." 

" I meant no offence Madame, believe me I 
didn't, upon my honour I didn't ; but really allow 
me to sympathise with you, upon the death of 
your much esteemed husband." 
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" I thank your lordship," said Evelyn with 
somewhat of nonchalance, **I wish you a good 
morning sir." 

** Oh not yet, surely, I'm your friend ; you 
know I have long admired you, and you also 
know, I offered you my hand and my wealthy 
when you were Miss Clare, but you rejected 
them, and I repeat it now, believe my sincerity 
madame. You are free now to marry again, I 
need not tell you that ; but trust me lady, that 
should your answer be this time, as I hope it 
will, propitious, all my future life shall be devoted 
to making you happy." 

" You are very kind my lord, but I think that 
when yon made similar proposals to me some two 
years since, I stated my reasons plainly to you. 
I could never think of becoming the wife of one 
who ruthlessly expels, for the most trivial or 
imaginary offences, the poor unoffending peasants 
who constitute his tenantry; one who turns the 
thrifty household into a cowshed, and turns the 
thriving farm into a sheepwalk, for some miser 
who desires to acquire accumulated wealth, as 
yon have done in many cases, and recently in the 
case of O'Shea, that innocent man whom you have 
turned away for the gratification of Hogg, who 
wanted the peasant's farm for his sheep pastur- 
age. Lord Irouhoof, I detest you for all this 
11 
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and more besides ; I have nnmeroas other reasons 
for refusing your proposal, which it is unnecessary 
to adduce just now ; one thing, I am a Catholio 
and—" 

*' Stay, Miss Clare," interrupted Lord Ironhoof, 
*' for by that name I persist in calling you stilL 
Do not play or trifle with my feelings. You are 
not a Catholic." 

'* I tell you emphatically I am, and I am not 
ashamed to proclaim myself one, and to die for 
my faith, if necessary; therefore, there stands 
between our union, an impassable barrier, even 
were I inclined to marry, for you have hunted 
the priests of my religion : and for such offences, 
if you can term them offences — as sheltering one 
of those poor priests, you have evicted your 
tenants — hundreds have perished by the wayside, 
who have been evicted by you, and more fiend than 
gentleman, has your career been in the vicinity of 
Castlevale." 

'^ No, no, Miss Clare, I cannot allow this; forget 
all, I will do anything for your sake, but don't 
plead the cause of those destestable papist 
priests." 

''Lord Ironhoof, I detest you," said Evelyn 
with a look of anger and contempt, her flashing 
eye rekindling up into its pristine majesty. 

"Nay, don't say that, you mistake me. It 



THB WBEOEED HOMESTEADS. 163 

was my agent — not me, who expelled O'Shea 
and—" 

^' Don't extennate your guilt. It is too late* 
How do you know, tyrant wretch, what moment 
that man may return and wreak the vengeance of 
his banishment, and the starvation of his poor 
family, on your head?" And so saying, she 
passed on in the direction of Esker House, 
leaving Lord Ironhoof utterly bewildered. He 
gazed on her until she left his sight, and then he 
muttered to himself : 

'* Miss Glare a Catholic, eh ? well it is a novel 
idea, ha, ha, ba ! and she must dictate to me as to 
how I'm to manage my estates! by heaven ! I'll 
lower her dignity yet," and so saying he rode to 
Mr. Hogg's house. 

Lord Ironhoof was of short stature, rather 
stooped shoulders, and his brown little eyes 
twinkled mischievously, whenever his anger was 
aroused. When he arrived at the house of Mr. 
Hogg, he recounted to that gentleman his meeting 
with Evelyn, and dwelt with great force on her 
answer, especially the sentence — 

"How do you know, tyrant wretch, what 
moment that man may return and wreak the 
vengeance, &c. ?" 

"He will surely return for his family, Mr. Hogg; 
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as for me I won't be in the country, but you will 
Lave need to be watchful.*' 

Hogg smiled a fiendish grin, as much as to say, 
I will save him the trouble of returning for his 
family. 

*' Cannot something be done in the matter?" 
inquired Lord Ironhoof. 

**I hardly know," said Hogg, "unless we save 
this man the trouble of coming for his family." 

'^What do you mean?" said Lord Ironhoof, 
taking a long draught of punch. 

"I mean that we could put O'Shea's family 
out of the road, and then write to him that they 
are gone— then he would never come." 

'^ Very good, you know how to manage it best, 
I dare say : for my part I confess I cannot see 
through it, as they are off our estate, and we have 
no control over them." 

" That is unimportant, we — ^I shall compass 
them." 

** I wish you would let me know how I might 
compass Miss Glare, as you are possessed of such 
tact Hogg, I say, could not you devise some means, 
eh ? If it costs me my estates, I will have her 
yet. I have seen beautiful ladies in London, 
during my time there, but to be candid with you 
Hogg, as an old fellow that I respect, I must say 
that none of them bavQ l\ia\i t^aV beauty — that 
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iroseate freshness of cheek, and bewitching look ; 
although it is so unaffected and yet so alluring, that 
it confounds me ; d — ^me it does ! I say Hogg, 
could you assist me in this matter ?" 

" I have hit on a plan, by which you can reduce 
her pride in the most unsuspecting manner, and 
at the same time effect your desire touching this 
O'Shea business." 

"Ay — let me hear it," said Lord Ironhoof 
eagerly. 

"Well, it is simply this ; now that her husband 
18 dead, she will willingly sell her estates, you can 
send some one to make overtures to her, to that 
effect; and by leaving her the house, lawn and 
garden, she will readily accede. And then, you 
can easily — when you have the property in your 
Lands, turn this offensive family off it, if we 
cannot devise some more summary means of 
disposing of them : and very probably you may 
then gain the hand of her you so admire." 

*' Very good, by Jove ! A very good plan, and 
one that we must speedily carry into effect. Now 
that the old Lieutenant is defunct — ^he died a few 
weeks ago, you know — ^I think it will be easy to 
accomplish your excellent plan, and put your 
sensible theoiy into practice." 

Thus Lord Ironhoof and his chief agents ijlotteA 
over their inebriating glasses y^IitX^X* \Jcl^ Voroce^ 
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fled by. Some few days after this^ overtures were 
made to Mrs. Clare and Evelyn^ with a view to 
pnrcbasing the Esker Estates, bat the ladies 
refused to hear anything of the sort mentioned, 
and so for the time being the plot of the yillains 
had been foiled... Two years passed by, again did 
Hogg repeat his offer to Mrs. Clare and Evelyn, 
and again did they refuse selling the property. 
Hogg had by this time acquired much wealth 
and unenviable notoriety ; he had evicted most of 
the tenantry, who held farms under his regim^, 
or that of Lord Ironhoof. Hogg being head 
agent, had an acting agent under him, a sub- 
agent, termed by the peasantry a " Driver," as 
he generally made the distraints for rent, driving 
the cattle off the farms of those who might owe 
any balance of their rent, and selling them for 
one half their value, or in fact, any sum that 
might be sufficient to pay for trouble, and the 
balance due. This Driver was a hardened 
wretch, who had been reared in the parish work- 
house, and who like his master was estranged 
to all humane feelings. 

He did his work efficiently, and whenever 

resistance was offered to him, and those of his 

men, who constituted the " Crowbar Brigade," 

they were backed up by the soldiery, in their 

SendiBh work of deBolatiug homes and hearths. 
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And 80 by those meani^ the people were extermi- 
natedy and famished of hnnger by the way-side 
in hnndredSy whilst the avaricious agent accumu- 
lated his property, and enlarged the number of his 
flocks and herds. 

The conscience of Hogg was yet uneasy, dis- 
turbed ; he ofter fancied that he saw the innocent 
eonyict, 0*Shea, coming to kill him, and thus his 
diseased mind rendered his nights sleepless and 
weary. At length he resolved on a hellish plan. He 
had been foiled in the buying up of Esker Estates. 
And now his horrible thirst for innocent blood, 
hoping thereby to avert an imaginary impending 
doom, increased. It was rumoured in the neigh- 
bourhood, that O'Shea, the released convict, was 
accumulating money at the gold diggings, and that 
he was likely to return to Castlevale soon. So 
Hogg, dreading the effect of his wrath, resolved 
on the following fiendish transaction. 

One evening, after dark, two burly fellows en- 
tered the parlour of the local magistrate. 

" Well, my men,** said Hogg, " are you ready 
for this work ?" 

" Och, may be we am't ; tell us what we're not 
ready for jist now?" 

*'Here, take this, it will give you more courage,'* 
said Hogg, and he filled up a large tumbler with 
strong punch, which the mffiau em"^\Aft^ ^ ^ 
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draught, the other followed his example, and then 
Hogg ordered them some snpper, which they par- 
took of, accompanied hy some more of the powerful 
liquor. 

" Now, give us the money," said villajin num- 
ber one, '^ and we will soon choke the chickens for 

ye/' 

**What will you do with them?" enquired 
Hogg. 

" Oh, id don't matter to you, so as we keep our 
bargain with you," said the second villain. 

"Will twenty pounds satisfy you?" said the 
magistrate. 

" Double it," said the first villain. 

"No, ril give you thirty pounds; but, mark 
me, you must only kill Mrs. O'Shea and her three 
children. You must not kill the child De Voy 
that stays there. You can easily know him, he is 
the youngest." 

" All right, misther, we'll do id, go earthy lance 
out yer money at wanst." 

" Not until you've done your work first," said 
Hogg. 

" Are you jokin' us ?" said the first villain, eye- 
ing Hogg, askance. 

" No, I am not, but you know that it is custo- 
mary for persons to do their work before they are 
paid." 



THB WBBCESD HOM£8TEAD8. 169 

** Bat, in a work like this^ mistberi the money 
is alwis ped farst." 

'* You don't doubt me, surely ?" said Hogg, 

*' Jist as much as you doubt us/' said the first 
villain. 

** Well, well, I won't haggle with you, here is 
the money," and the thirty pieces were equally 
counted over to the villains. 

Let us take a glance at who and what these 
villains are. One of them was the illegitimate 
son of an officer of the regiment stationed in the 
neighbourhood, he had been brought up in the 
workhouse; the other, a fellow who abandoned 
himself to drinking, and who had become aposta- 
tized from the Catholic religion ; both were mem- 
bers of the '* Crowbar Brigade." It was one of 
them who gave Hogg the information about Father 
Dwyer's being sheltered at O'Shea's house, and for 
which Hogg got O'Shea evicted. They left Hogg's 
house immediately after they had received the 
money. It was nine o'clock, and they repaired to 
a hiding place they had in the mountains which 
they used for their villanous nocturnal plans. 
Here they decided that one of them should assume 
the garb of an old woman, and apply for lodgings 
for the night at Mrs* O'Shea's, where be woald 
not be refused. At a certain hour of the night be 
would perpetrate the deed, and, m caa^ \^ \s^fiN» 
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with any interruption^ he was to blow a whistle^ 
which was to be the signal for his companion to 
join him. As soon as their mnrderoas deed was 
accomplished, they were to return and inform 
their master of their success, as that ynlture had 
agreed to await their return in his parlour. Oh^ 
what thoughts crossed his mind that night ! what 
misgivings were his as he dozed in his great chair 
over his glass ; his broken dreams, snatched from 
the banks of the Lethe, starting him up every 
moment ! Phantasies of hideous spectres, the in« 
habitants of Tophet*s dread plain tearing his ima« 
gination asunder, and torturing what ought to be 
his peace of mind. Thus he sate in his nervous 
expectancy until the eleventh hour; yet his hired 
murderers came not. Hs rose and paced the room 
hurriedly, then hastened to make more punch ; 
but, as he was in the act of pouring out the potent 
liquor from the decanter, he heard a loud knocking 
at the front door ; he started, and, dropping the 
decanter from his nervous grasp, it was broken in 
a hundred pieces. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

THB EITB FOILED IN THE KE8T OF THE DOVE. 

'' God saye all here !" said an apparently aged 
and feeble woman, as she entered the house of 
Mrs. O'Shea. 

** God save yon, kindly, my good woman/' said 
Mrs. O'Shea, seeming careless as to who had 
totered. 

** Thin could you give a ban vocht,* that's 
benighted on the road, a lodgin' in the honour of 
God an' the Blessed Yargin ?" 

Mrs. O'Shea could not refuse any request asked 
in these names; yet she was about asking the 
beggar woman to try somewhere else, as her ac- 
commodation was yery limited, when the beggar 
interrupted her by pleading — 

*' Oh, thin, don't refuse me now, in the honour 
o' God. Shure the hour is late, an' the hard 
times that's in id, is makin' the hearts o' the 
people hard as well. I haye a bed wid me; and 
all I'll want is a wisp o' sthraw there in the comer 
to place id on." 

* Poor womin. 
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Mr8. O'Sbea could not possibly refuse this 
ioncbing and simple appeal. The poor woman 
bad gained her point; and, moreover, Mrs. 
0*Sbea's bnsband, when at home, was proyerbial 
for bis hospitality to the homeless, and shonld she 
allow his name to be dishonoured in her, by deny- 
ing a poor feeble woman shelter? Was she not 
sheltered herself in the hour of her destitmtion ? 
Aye, and for these reasons, as well as the manner 
in which the request was asked, she could not deny 
the poor wanderer a night's rest. 

*'Well, my poor woman," she replied, "you are 
welcome to a share of my little place, such as 
it is." 

*' Musha, may Heaven bless you ! and yer nice 
little family this night for that," said the strange 
woman, putting off her load, and taking her seat 
by the fire along with the family. 

Mrs. O'Shea, as was her custom, got the children 
into a class and heard their lessons ; the strange 
woman applauding as she proceeded. After the 
lesson, she taught the lisping child his prayers. 
And when the beggar woman perceived the devout 
attention with which the family listened to the in- 
structions of their mother, she becaide mpst enthu- 
siastic in her words of admiration of them. 

'^ Then where might the man o' the house be ?" 
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inquired the beggar, *' af I might not be too for- 
ward in axin' ?" 

'' Oh, not at all. Ton are not, then, asthore/' 
replied Mrs. O'Shea, wiping a tear from her 
cheek. 

" Thin, I ax yer pardon, Ma'am, I see my ques- 
tion is throublin' yon, avourneen, never mind 
tellin' me jist now af it is, some other time 'ill 
do." 

Then Mrs. O'Sbea narrated the circnmstances of 
her husband's banishment, and, at the conclusion 
of her story, the old woman, who, during its rela- 
tion, expressed horror and sympathy in turns, was 
seen to weep along with Mrs. O'Shea. Then the 
rosary was said, after which the family retired to ' 
rest, wishing their humble guest a good night; 
and the poor woman, in turn, pouring blessings 
endless on the heads of '* aich an' every one o' the 
family." 

When the night was advancing towards the 
twelfth hour, the first villain — for he it was who 
80 ably personated the poor woman, and insinuated 
himself into the confidence and sympathy of the 
O'Shea family — stole, with tiger steps, into the 
bed room where the family slept. He gazed on 
the group, whose faces, the soft moonlight, which 
stole through the four-paned little window, 
revealed. He had under the iem«\^'^ ^\^'«r^ ^ 
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dagger concealed, and in his belt a brace of pistols, 
wherewith to carry his murderous design into effect*. 
As he gazed on the face of pretty little Nelly, 
sleeping with her head reclining on her mother's 
bosom, 

*' While the hnee of youth 
Ctrnation'd like a sleeping infant'i cheek, 
Rook'd by the beatiog of her mother's heart — 
Or the rose-tint!) which summer's twilight leaves 
Upon the lofty glacier's yirgin-snow/' 

shone in the moonlight ; the villain's fiendish 
design for the moment was overcome. Perhaps it 
was Nelly's guardian angel repelled him; for he 
retired from the room, and escaping noiselessly 
from the cottage, he made the best of his way to 
his evil companion, who awaited him by the side 
of a raised mound, called a ditch. 

''I cannot kill them, Bill!" he exclaimed, as 
be reached his comrade. 

" Why, how is that r said BUI. 

" Well, my heart won't let me." 

*'Augh, ye chicken heart, I never saw you 
betther in all me life; let me go and do id 
meself." 

*' Stay, Bill; when I saw the purty little girl, as 
innocent as the dove, and with a neck as white as 
the driven snow, sleeping, the moonlight shining 
in on the whole family, like a flood of heaven's 



THB WRECKED HOMESTEADS. 176 

light shining on angeh ; share me heart failed 
me, and my hand dropped helpless be me side." 

** Well, it's no use, we mnst do id," said Bill. 

'' If you're detarmined o' that, though it's aginst 
my advice, we mast have more money from that 
miserly agent." 

'' Ah, he is too hard, he'll not part wid a pinny 
more, so he won't." 

''Well, if he doesn't, then. Bill, let him do his 
own mordhers himself, for I don't care aboat 
mardherin' children. Af it was a man it would be 
a different thing entirely." 

** Well, I'll not go to see that Hogg, for more 
money, yoa can go if you like, but that's all you'll 
have by id." 

** I'll go and see him," said the other, '' and 
do you wait here until I come back." 

*' Very well Mike," said Bill, ** dont be long for 
it's getting could." 

''AH right" said Mike, starting off for the 
house of Mr. Hogg, which was not very far distant 
in the vale, where he soon arrived and knocked 
loudly at the door. Mr. Hogg attended promptly, 
and his first words were, 

" Have you done it ?" 

"No, not yet," was the response. Oh, how the 
eye of the magistrate glared at his myrmidon, 
when he heard Lis reply. 
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yon hear id, lose no time in comin' to me help." 

"Very well," said the other, and then the 
villanons Mike started off on his horrible mis- 
sion. 

The door of the cottage was yet nn&stened, and 
the fiend, for a human fiend he was, entered as 
stealthily as he had left. He peered into the bed- 
room, and again drew back, as he heard the girl 
Nelly cry in her sleep, 

" Ob, mamma, mamma !" 

** What's the matter, darling?" said the mother, 
waking np. 

There was no reply; the child was asleep 
soundly, and the mother, after repeating a short 
prayer, sank into a profound sleep again. 

"Now," thought the villain, "Now is my 
time/' and he again stole into the room, and to 
the bedside where Mrs. O'Sbea and her child slept. 
For a moment he stood watching them, and 
meditating as to which he should dispatch first, 
when Mrs. O'Sbea suddenly awoke np, and seeing, 
as she thought, the poor woman to whom she gave 
lodgings in the evening, she exclaimed, 

" What's the mather, my good woman ?" and, 
as she spoke, she seated herself up in the bed. 

" Hould yer noise /" said the villain, hoarsely^ 
as he brandished a dagger, which the woman could 

Tceive in the pale mooii\\g\A. 
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" My God !" said Mrs. O'Shea, '* who can you 
be?".- 

. " By h , if ye. don't hould yer prate, it will 

be worse for yon!'* said the villain, making a 
thrast of the dagger at the woman's breast. 
• ** Virgin Mary, help me!" she said, evading the 
deadly aim, and, springing np, she struggled des- 
piBrately with the villain; oh, it was a hard struggle 
for life!. : At; length the villain, by one strong 
effort, shook her off, and the woman fell nervously 
to the floor. The assassin, seeing his advantage, 
made a plunge of the dagger at her; but his raised 
arm was impeded by a powerful hand which caught 
it,' and wrenched the dagger from its grasp. ThQ 
villain, turning round, perceived that his new 
adversary was a gentlemanly individual of athletic 
build/and to all appearances . an over-match for 
him. Quick as lightning he applied the whistle 
to his mouth, and blew it loudly. The stranger, 
seeing this, guessed that there was more of this 
devil's companions near, and, without further 
ceremony, he plunged the dagger into the villain's 
heart, and he fell heavily on the floor. A convul- 
sive strugigle, and all was over with him. The 
room was soon deluged in his blood. 

The stranger then seized his pistols, and, hur- 
rying to the outer door, he met the other villain 
rushing forward, almost breathleBE. 
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** Is id done, Mike ?*' said he, hastily. 

** Ay» Tillain !" the stranger coolly replied. 

*' Aha ! it is you, is id !" exclaimed the villaiD, 
starting back a step, as his gase met the solid 
features of the stranger. 

** We're done!" he added; then drawing a 
dagger, he made a rush to enter to the aid of his 
accomplice, bat he was met by a pistol shot in 
the face, and, reeling backward, he fell on the 
threshold of the cottage. 

The family, who had been aronsed by the uproar, 
were mnning about the room, and screaming in 
the wildest state of excitement. Little Nelly clung 
to her mother, who endeavoured to pacify the 
others. 

After dispatching the second villain, the stranger 
entered the room, and, as he did, Mrs. O'Shea 
threw herself at his feet, exclaiming— 

*^ For God's sake spare a poor forlorn woman, 
and her wake family !" 

''Fear not, my good woman,'* said the stranger, 
** I have killed the ruffians now who would injure 
yon." 

"Oh, may Heaven bless you for that, Sir!" 
said the woman, with tears in her eyes, as she 
remained still kneeling. 

The stranger, who was also moved to tears, now 
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"Rise, Mary. Rise, avoumeen! Don't you 
know me?" 

" Oh, Richard, Richard ! My own Richard !" 
she exclaimed, rushing up to him and throwing 
her arms around his neck. " 'Tis indeed you !''' 
and she sohbed aloud. 

It was Richard O'Shea, her husband. 



CHAPTER XVII. 

DEATH OF MADAME DE TOY— THE UNBBVBALBD 

MYSTEBY. 

It will be remembered that the crew of the ship 
Paris, (the vessel that came to the aid of the 
wrecked schooner) observed a lifeboat making 
head for land, as their own vessel hove Ireland- 
ward. There was a young gentleman lying insen- 
sible in that lifeboat, and he was the only person 
saved from the wreck of the ill-fated Geneva. 
It was Louis De Yoy, whom the lifeboat crew 
found clinging to a floating oar. The best of 
treatment together with medical aid, was provided 
for him, and after a few days careful tending by 
the kind *' Sisters of Charity," whose Convent 
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was not far from the seashore, the invalid was 
enabled to walk along the beach and recruit his 
strength. 

In a few days he set out for the Ville De-Voy, 
where his mother who had heard of the wreck of 
the vessel, was overjoyed to see him again. But 
where was Evelyn ? thought she, and then Louis 
related to her the whole circumstances of the 
affair, as well as he knew them. His mother 
endeavoured to console him, but he was discon- 
solate, and he sauntered about the city, through 
the principal walks, where he was wont to take 
Evelyn during her stay in Paris. Now along the 
beautiful Seine — then into the magnificent Louvre, 
and so on, finding, as he thought pleasure in 
looking at each work of nature or art, which used 
to call forth the admiration of her, who he thought 
was no more. The effect of those reminiscences 
of happier hours was fatalizing to the young man 
wlio began to wear a dejected look, and nothing 
but change of air and climate would in' the 
physician's opinion, be of any use to him. 

This could not be had at present; a circum- 
stance occurred at the Ville-De-Voy, which ren- 
dered it impossible. Madame De Yoy had sud- 
denly fallen ill, and the affectionate young man 
was untiring and unremitting in his attentions 
to bis fond mother. LouiaD^No^^^uli not dare 
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to write to Esker Housey as he thought Mrs. 
Clare had had sufficient tribalation in the death 
of her husband, and that it was better to leave her 
in ignorance of her daughter's loss, in the wreck. 
Moreover Mrs. Glare might charge him with being 
accessary to the death of her beloved daughter, 
in case she heard of the wreck, and as matters 
stood she should not know but that both Louis 
and Evelyn were drowned. On the other hand, 
Evelyn would not write to Madame De Voy as she 
thought that lady would detest her as being the 
means of taking her only son away from her^ and 
thus the mystery of the existence of both Louis 
and Evelyn, lived on with each of them severing 
their fond hearts. The illness of Madame De 
Yoy now began to wear a more serious aspect 
every day, until at length Louis feared that everr 
she, the only one whom he now loved on earth, 
his aflfectionate mother — ^would be taken from 
him. One morning her physician declared her 
condition much worse, and advised her to send 
for the priest without delay. Louis hearing this 
would not allow any one to go but himself, lest a 
messenger should not be quick enough. 

''Mon Dieu!" he muttered as he hastened 
along the street. '' My poor mother ! what shall 
I do without her, my last my only joy and happi- 
ness ?" 
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a sinister thought of me ? This is the heaviest 
blow of all to me who loved thee so, that thou 
shouldst doubt me." 

"I doubt thee, mother ! No, no ! not for all 
the world; but for heaven's sake keep me no 
longer in suspense. Tell me that which troubles 
thee." 

*' Nay, hear me, Louis," said the lady, faintly. 

Louis was silent. Then Madame De Yoy pro- 
ceeded after a pause. 

'' I have never been able to summon up courage 
to tell thee ; never heretofore, for I would not 
wound your kindly generous nature ; but now that 
my time is come, I feel it a duty, an imperative 
one which I must discharge. Twenty years ago I 
was residing in Dublin with my dear husband 
Monsieur De Voy. We had no family, and there 
was a poor woman who worked for us that had 
two children — they were twin boys ; and I, with 
the assent of my good husband De Yoy, adopted 
one of them." 

'' Good heavens ! And I am he !" said Louis. 

" Oh, calm yourself, Louis, resign yourself to 
God, in whose hands your destiny lies. Hear me 
out, my boy. The poor honest woman was over- 
joyed, for she was in straitened circumstances, 
herself being a widow, and she found it a difiScuIt 
task to maintain herself aud her children. She 
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was delighted at the idea of seeing her boy so well 
cared for. My husbaDd loved our new charge, 
and two years later, when we came to France, we 
took you along with us. Shortly after our arrival 
in Paris, my husband died ; and as soon as my 
troubles had somewhat subsided, I wrote to Dublin 
to your mother ; but the poor woman was not to 
be found. •■ My letter was returned ; I wrote again 
and again with the. like success; until finally I 
abandoned the idea of ever finding her, and then I 
resolved, come weal, come woe, to love and cherish 
you as my own son, and to bring you up with all 
the care of a mother." 

Here the poor lady was compelled to pause 
from exhaustion.' Louis had his face buried in 
bis hands during the recital of her narrative. It 
was evident that he was labouring under a pang of 
sorrow ; and silence reigned as still as death in 
the room, until broken again by the dying woman. 

*' I had almost forgotten to state the name of 
your mother," she continued, ** which, of course, 
is necessary for you to know." 
' Louis raised his head, and in a slow solemn 
voice, said : 

• " Mother, — for such I will yet venture to call 
you, I entreat you to pardon my rashness. Oh! 
that I could do anything to repay your kindness 
and charity to me. Oh that 1 Yia^i Vxi^^WJx "Os^s^ 
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before, so that I might do something to show my 
gratitude for thee. Nay, I am not all soulless. 
There is one thing I will do in remembrance of 
you, I shall bear your name, until death. It is 
the meetest recompense I can now return, and 
whenever some one addresses me, your name and 
your picture shall rush to my heart ; and I will 
pray for you. 'Tis indeed fit, as you say, that I 
should know the name I ought to bear, and the 
country to which I owe my birth and allegiance. 
And now that it is not France, there is not another 
that I would more willingly claim than that dear 
island which for many reasons was dear to me 
long ere I thought that I should have to claim it 
as my native land. And now mother moi^'* he 
continued, kneeling at her bedside, '^ pardon my 
rash impulsive nature, if for a moment I caused 
you grief, as indeed I know I have this evening; 
therefore, pardon your unkind son, and grant him 
your blessing. We shall meet again in heaven." 

The priest was much moved by this touching 
scene. He had witnessed many a deathbed scene 
in his life before,— for the life of a priest is 
chequered by such incidents. Now he may enter 
a house where all is joy and mirth and grandeur, 
and where the inmates greet his presence with a 
smile ; and it would ill become him to mar their 
happiness. In another moment, he may enter 
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the death-stricken hovel where nought hut sadness 
dwells, and his heart must he obdurate if it would 
not feel for the poor suffering ones in their be- 
reavement. Thus the priest has been pre-eminent 
for his charity and kindness in all ages and cli- 
mates, and more particularly were the services of 
the priest recognized at the times that '' society of 
the period" call '' the dark ages." The priest in 
those days was the star that illumined the dark- 
ness — around whom was flung a halo of light, the 
brilliancy of which hath not paled through the 
dim vista of centuries past. Nay, it continues to 
ghine effulgently even in this age of civilization, 
and vies with the most dazzling gem in the coronet 
of Queen Progress. But turn we to that deathbed 
scene in the Ville-De-Voy. The young man con- 
tinued kneeling for a few minutes, after asking 
pardon of Madame De Yoy for his rashness. 
There was a perfect stillness whilst Louis awaited 
her answer. 

" Mother !" he softly muttered, at length rais- 
ing his head — there was no reply. The young 
man started to his feet, and, looking into the face 
of the lady, saw that she was ghastly pale, her 
features rigid as marble. 

^'Mon Dieu!" he exclaimed, ''she is dead!" 
And so she was. 

Whilst the impassioned young man was pleading 
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bis apology to her, an angel atdod before tbe judg- 
ment seat of tbe migbty tribunal, pleading tbe 
cause of her immortal soul that had fled from Jts 
argillaceous prison, and winged its flight to heaven. 

*' I have frightened her spirit away, father," said 
Louis, who was in tears. *' Oh, that I bad heard 
her out I She is gone without revealing to me 
tbe name I ought to bear, - and . now, . at least, 
I must be true to my promise to her, I can take 
DO other name. All this world is a waste, a 
dreary waste to me. I must quit these scenes of 
many pleasures, for it would break my he;art.to 
linger here any longer. As the rose, whose bloom 
outlives tbe withered stem, < needs cutting and 
preserving ; : so • need I transplanting to other 
scenes, for I must surely wither and die if I remain 
here to brood over my withered hopes." . . 

''It is evident that she died quietly," said the 
priest, gazing sorrowfully at tbe corpse. 

*' Ay, but if I had only heard her narrative out, 
what a consolation it would be to me now! 
Alas ! alas !" > 

" Oh, have courage; weep not," said the priest, 
''nor dwell too much on the unrevealed mysterji 
but, guarding against temptation, henceforth pray 
for peace of soul and mind." . 

Louis listened attentively to the kind advice of 
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the priest, and, ere they parted, he promised to act 
accordingly. 

In a few days, all that was mortal of Madame 
De Yoy rested in the family vault, a solemn 
Beqniem Mass having heen snng for her soul. « A 
grand tablet was inscribed affectionately to her 
memory by her adopted son, to mark her last 
resting-place. 

Daring life she had a considerable income, 
which ceased at her demise ; and, now that she , 
was gone, Louis determined upon remaining no 
longer in the villa, but to travel into some remote 
part of the earth, where he would try to forget the 
scenes of his youth. His mind was busied for 
some time preparing his plans of emigration, and 
devising which was the best course to adopt. Aus- 
tralia was said to be the richest place, it abounded 
in gold, and was, in fact, a land flowing with milk 
and honey, whither hundreds wended their weary 
way to amass tbat wealth which Europe denied 
them. Consequently, Louis De Yoy formed an 
nnit of tbe number of emigrants who embarked 
for tbe golden harvest. One bright morning, with 
regretful heart, our hero bade adieu to the city of 
his youth, and set out on his weary voyage to the 
land of wealth and sunshine, so far, far beyond the 
sea. 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

AN ECLAIBCISSEMENT. — THE IBISH MAIIi. — SALE OP 

THE ESKEB ESTATES. 

Years have fled by since the night on which 
Eichard O'Shea, who had come from a far off land, 
rescued his wife and children from the assassin's 
dagger, from the grasp of the villain who had been 
hired for the deed of blood by the head-agent, and 
yet no clue as to the cause of the attack on inno- 
cent life had turned up against its instigator, Mr. 
Hogg. He was becoming haughtier every day as 
his acres expanded across the country, and was 
happy that the unfortunate O'Shea matter had 
ended as it did. He whom he wronged in the 
first place did not seek revenge on him as he 
expected, and those whom he hired for the murders, 
in whose power he must surely have been, had they 
lived — were dead, killed in the manner described* 
For the most trivial offences he would evict the poor 
tenantry around him, of course, with the sanction 
of Lord Ironhoof, who held him in great esteem, 
and who visited his estates only about once a year 
himself, unless on very exceptional occasions. 
Thus did the head agent of Lord Ironhoof evict 
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and banis& the peasantry at will, appropriating to 
himself their farms and improvements, nntil he had 
ahready tamed the homesteads of ahont ninety 
families into one grand spacious demesne, the 
principal part being nsed for his flocks and 
herds, who fattened on the soil whilst the former 
possessors of it literally starved by the wayside or 
in«the ditch. 

Evelyn's charity was often taxed, and often her 
heart bled for pity of a poor family turned out of 
home by the despot Shylock agent, whom all 
abhorred; and who, together with his Crowbar 
Brigade, were the terror of those under his con- 
troul. Wherever he feared resistance from those 
whom he wanted to banish, the bristling steel of 
the soldiery was brought to confront the resistance 
of a breaking heart. Lord Ironhoof was exceed- 
ingly delighted one evening, as Hogg took him 
throngh the estate. Its fertility, the grazing 
herds, the neat cowhouses, and all were such an 
improvement on the old style ; and the fleecy 
sheep looked so much better and more comfortable 
than the half-clad ill-fed peasantry, that really 
Lord Ironhoof could not resist the impalse of 
congratulating Mr. Hogg on his superb taste in 
hunting away " those ugly creatures," and supply- 
ing their places by sheep, cows, and horses. 

** I wonder,** said Lord Irouhooi, ^^'s^ \Xx«^ ^'^ixsi^ 

13 
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in sight of Esker House, *'if Miss Clare would 
resist my proposal now ?** 

• " I think not/* said Hogg. " It is time she 
had forgotten that beggarly Frenchman now, with 
whom she eloped." 

Hogg had but a poor idea of the depth of 
woman's affection, where genuine affection is, and 
that is in the heart of a virtuous woman. The 
agent generally reckoned the characters of others 
on those matters to be something like his own icy 
Bupercillious nature. 

** Oh, aw — yes, he is dead and drowned, that 
Frenchman. ' Of his bones are coral made,' as 
the bard of Avon hath it," said Lord Ironhoof. 

'' What bard, my lord ?" 

" Why, hang me, don't you know the bard of 
Avon? — a pretty magistrate you are — ha, ha! 
Don't know Shakespeare." 

** Oh, yes, to be sure I have heard of him." 

*' Well, never mind him just now, but tell me if 
you have devised any means by which I can com- 
pass Miss Clare ; I know she has got a deal of 
money. I want some money, you know ; you say 
you cannot advance any more just now, and" — 

'* You know I cannot," said Hogg, shaking his 
head. '' Nine hundred pounds make a good sum, 
and that you owe me already." 

''Hang me, I didn't tinnk it ^aa so much. I 
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tkonght part of that was to go against the liberty 
I gave you of exterminating these Papist paupers, 
and appropriating their lands to your own benefit, 
almost solely ?" 

** But, you know, I have advanced yon an enor- 
mous amount of money from time to time. You 
kept writing to me that you had lost in some game 
or other at your London club, or that you got 
robbed, returning home from some opera, until 
you left me almost penniless ; I did not spare a 
hundred pounds on you, my lord, whilst I had 
it." 

"Well, well, never mind recurring to those 
particulars, they are more unpleasant than other- 
wise. Could we manage to effect an interview 
with Miss Clare ? she has got enough of money, for 
the Esker estates yield a great sum of money." 

Lord Lronhoof knew but little of Evelyn's wealth, 
or he would not have spoken thus. She gave 
vrith an unsparing hand to the poor who had 
been evicted by Hogg, until she was reduced to 
pretty straitened circumstances herself. It is true 
there were the estates still left. So, Lord Iron- 
hoof's idea of her being possessed of money, was 
entirely fallacious ; in fact, she had spoken to her 
mother, on several occasions, of selling the estates, 
all but the house, lawn, and garden, to some one, 
as she wanted money ; her son, G;et^\3c 1^'$^'^^'^^ 
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was at school in Paris, and it cost a considerable 
sum to maintain him there, as his mother wished, 
and to have him educated as he should be. The 
news had previously reached Hogg's ears of her 
intention of selling the estates, and it was the 
height of his ambition to possess himself of them, 
through Lord Ironhoof, and, now that the lord 
was on the spot, the agent thought it a good op- 
portunity for bringing his long wished for idea 
into operation. So, accordingly, he communicated 
this fact to his landlord, who also said it was a 
good excuse for introducing himself also into her 
presence. 

** But Miss Clare cannot ""have much money if 
she desires to sell her property," said Lord 
Lronhoof. 

^* That's not it at all; you see, she being almost 
a lone woman does not care about bothering her 
head with estates, and if we get some friends to 
advance us the money to buy them, of course, 
money and estates will be yours again when you 
get married to her.** 

** A capital idea, by Jove ! Hogg, you're a 
clever fellow, after all. Let us repair at once to 
the house of this lady, and have an interview with 
her on this matter. It is long since I saw her, 
twelve years or more. I wonder if she will still 
reject me ?" 
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*' We must not hint at marriage with her this 
time, nntil you are possessed of her property ; and 
then, additional wealth, my lord, will lend an ad- 
ditional lastre to your many other virtnes.'' 

Lord Ironhoof was in raptures at the grand 
plans of this sedactive arch-villain, and reiterated 
more than once the statement that he was really 
the most clever fellow that he had ever met. And 
80 he was. 

They had now arrived at Esker Honse, and, 
ringing the bell, were ushered into the reception- 
room by the servant Peggy, who said — 

*' What names will I tell me misthress, gintle* 
men, if ye plaze T* 

They looked at each other for a moment. Lord 
Ironhoof knew that himself and his name were 
once offensive to the heiress of Castlevale, how 
if she still hated him ? And Hogg knew also that 
Evelyn often spoke of his inhuman atrocities on 
more occasions than one, for evicting the tenantry 
so indiscriminately. They understood each other, 
and, at length, Hogg told the servant to say that 
they were two gentlemen who had come to pur* 
chase the property, and the servant vanished. 
Evelyn was engaged in playing some pieces of 
sacred music on the pianoforte. One was a piece 
which her mother pronounced exquisite, and then 
Evelyn laughed heartily. 
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*'Do you know what that piece of music is, 
mother mine ?" she said. 

** I see it is headed The Adeste Fideles, bat I 
don't know what it means or what it pertains to," 

said Mrs. Clare. 

** Well, it is the hymn sung at Christmas in all 
the Catholic churches, in honour of our Lord being 
born into the world. I heard it beautifully sung 
when I was in Paris, in the grand church of St, 
Genevieve, when I was along with Louis there. 
Poor Louis !" she sighed. 

'' I do not think it sounds so nice now," said 
Mrs. Clare. 

'* What, because it is Catholic, mother?" 

"Well, I do not know," and Evelyn laughed 
again. 

At this point the servant Peggy entered, and 
announced that two gentlemen who came on busi- 
ness respecting the estates, were in the reception 
room. 

" Did you ask who they are ?" said Evelyn. 

" Oh yes ma'am, anZ they tould me that they 
were two gentlemen that wanted to see you about 
the property." 

** This is, I trust, fortunate," said Evelyn 
rising, and going to the reception room ; but when 
she saw who they were she started back. 
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*' Madame, we wish to speak and confer with 
you on a business matter relating to your pro- 
perty." 

''Oh, in that case/' she replied, ''I can speak 
to you." 

Mrs. Clare here entered the room, and Evelyn 
having announced to her who the ''gentlemen" 
were, she simply bowed in return to their saluta- 
tions, and took her seat beside her daughter. 

Hogg was the first to lead off, he knew that 
Evelyn detested Lord Ironhoof, and the cunning 
magistrate-agent could play his cards well. 

" I understand, madame, that it is your inten- 
tion to sell your estates, as you do not wish to be 
troubled with so heavy an incumbrance any 
•longer." 

*' Why, yes, I desire to sell them if I can get 
their worth," said Evelyn. 

" Well, money is not such an object with you 
madame," said the agent. 

" But indeed it is," she replied, " I would not 
sell my property, but that I want the money very 
badly. My boy is at College, and I cannot keep 
him there, unless I sell my property to advantage." 

Lord Ironhoof here gave the magistrate a 
significant glance ; it was evident that he had beeh 
taken by surprise at the frank acknowledgment 
of Evelyn, that she had go\» noxiiWic^^ wA.*^^ 
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being the chief material he himself wanted, he 
eoold perceive that they could not bring matters 
to a crisis. 

'* How much do you require for the property ?'* 
inquired Hogg. 

''Well, I could not sell it for less than three 
thousand pounds.'* 

'' We could not think of giving you near that 
amount," said he, shaking his head. 

** And I could not think of selling the property 
less : it is worth infinitely more than that." 

*' I'll tell you what we will do, we will give you 
two thousand five hundred pounds for it." 

"No," said Mrs. Clare, " Evelyn do not sell it 
to them. I don't like to hear people bartering 
over a few pounds in that fashion." 

** Well, ladies, I perceive that we shall not be 
able to negotiate on this matter : for my own part 
I wish you a very good evening," said Lord 
Ironhoof, bowing profoundly, and taking his 
departure, Hogg following his example. 

"Hang me," said Lprd Ironhoof, when they 
had got outside ; " I thought she was possessed 
of some money." 

" It is evident that she is not," said the agent. 
^' I think with a little management we could come 
to a settlement over the estates. I can get the 
money from a friend of mine, and I think, upon, 
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second consideration, yonr lordship could not do 
better than bay the estates ; they are worth treble 
the ainonnt." 

''Bat how shall I be able to pay it again, even 
if I do get the money ?" said the lord. 

" It will pay itself, and if you wish, 1*11 call on 
Miss Clare tomorrow, and settle with her on the 
sabject." 

"But I say Hogg, can you not get that 
generous friend of yours, to lend me another 
hundred? I want a few pounds. I return to 
London in the morning, and must not fail to 
attend Madame Fairsmile's ball." 

"Well, ni try what I can do, my lord," said 
Hogg, and again Lord L*onhoof pronounced him 
a marvellously clever fellow. 

The following morning Mr. Hogg accompanied 
Lord Lronhoof to the little country station, where 
the latter was to take his seat on the coach for 
Dublin, and after having again assured Hogg of his 
being a clever fellow, he took his leave; and the 
driver of the coach whipped his horses up the hill 
that led from the little station, with much haste. 
Lord Ironboof, who was an eccentricity, was more 
tyrannous on account of his extravagance at the 
London clubs than he otherwise might have been, 
for by this means he threw himself into debt and 
was always drawing money of his agent, in whom 
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he vested supreme power in his own absence. He 
took his seat on the coach by the driyer^ who was 
a short stiff little man, with a round face which 
wore a jocular mirth-provoking expression, the 
gray little eyes twinkling as if his whole life had 
been one continual laugh. 

'' Tbat is a neat farm/' said Lord Ironhoof, as 
they drove past a portion of Hogg's extensive 
farm. 

*' Ob, thin it's no wondher for id to be nate, and 
the vagabone that id belongs to. He has plenty 
0* labour at his back to make id grand; so he 
has." 

" Is its proprietor rich?*' inquired the landlord, 
'' that he can afford to expend so much money 
on fertilizing land like that ?*' 

*'Arrah, what are ye talkin' about, Misther? 
Shure the sorra penny hardly he wants, to have as 
much labour as he likes !" 

''How is that?" 

'' Bekase be is Lord Irouhoof 's agent, of ooorse; 
an' he has notbin' to do but rise his little finger, 
an' there is a lot o' men running to do his work 
without a farthin' o' wages : and if they wouldn't 
do that when he gave them the hint, they might 
look out for a notice to quit, though indeed, it 
isn't but the bodach* is rich enough for all that : 

♦ Churl. 
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and it's no wondher ajiher, with the lots o' money 
he gets for tnmin' the poor people ont o* their 
houses." 

" What do you mean ?" 

*' I mane, of course, that when that Divilshoof 
ov a landlord called Lord Ironhoof that lives in 
London beyant, sinds over an ordher to have a 
body turned out o' house an' home, that this pig 
of a Hogg, the agent, obeys at wanst, an' puts the 
people out o' their homes too, without compensa- 
tion for the improvements they do on their land. 
Then, you see, if the farm is convanient to his 
own, he joins it to id ; an' if it isn't convanient, 
he sells it to some other- miser like himself, that 
wants to make riches — gee wup there," he said, 
urging his horses forward. 

"Well, my good man," said Lord Ironhoof, 
*' it does not follow that because he obeys the will 
of his master in evicting those who commit them- 
selves" — 

"His masther !" echoed the driver. "In throth, 
the people here say that he is as much the masther 
himself as the landlord is ; and in the regards o' 
them committin' themselves, there is lots of them 
turned out without the laste cause at all." 

** And why would they be eyicted ?" 

** Arrah, shure, that's what I'm comin' to if yoa 
let me. You see the agent ejects them with a 
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view to geitin' a lot o' money from Bomebody else 
for their holdings. Avoch, it*s him that has the 
dale o' money by Mm, an' no mistake. It will be 
a bad day to him if ' Tenant-right' is passed, so it 
will." 

This was startling news for Lord Ironhpof, who 
DOW became more than nsaally interested in his 
narrator, and palling a brandy flask from his 
pocket, he asked the driver to drink. 

*' Then would you hould the reins, Misther, if 
you plaze," said the driver familiarly, " whilst I 
oblige you by dhrinkin." And the landlord, appre* 
ciating the man's familiarity, obeyed. 

The driver took a good, long draught, and then 
resuming the reins and his conversation, he said : 

" Let me see. Where did I lave oflf ? — yes that's 
it. Throth, thin, that same Hogg has the lot o' 
money by him, an' it's rumoured by the people 
that the sorra much a lase of his life is worth, for 

that some one will sind him into the next world 
in a hurry." . 

'^ Lideed ! but what do you mean by saying he 
has a lot of money ?" 

" I mane that he has a great dale of money to 
be shure, what else would I mane ? Begorra, here 
we are at the station," as they came in sight of 
the next station, where horses were changed, and 
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they again proceeded on their joarney, where we 
will leave them and return to Castleyale. 

When Hogg had taken his leave of Lord Iron- 
hoofy he determined upon going to see Mrs. Glare 
and her daughter^ personally, with a view to pur- 
chasing the property. Evelyn did not seem so 
much put ahout this time as when he was accom- 
panied by Lord Ironhoof, and being rather a subtle 
gentleman, (?) he was soon able to insinuate him- 
^elf into a sort of familiar conversation with her. 
He of course told her that his mind was changed 
since he had seen her last, and that he would now 
give the three thousand pounds as required origin- 
ally — ^but on behalf of Lord Lonhoof, in whose 
name he transacted everything. Evelyn desired 
that he would deduct for the house and garden 
from that sum, as she was determined to live and 
die in Gastlevale. 

"I cannot do that very well, Madame," said 
the agent, " it would be too complicated ; and I 
don't want anyone to have it to say hereafter, that 
I mismanaged their business : but as you are de- 
sirous of keeping the house and garden, I don't 
mind paying you the three thousand pounds in 
full, and then letting you hold the place at a yearly 
rental of, say, about four pounds." 

*' Really, that is too kind of you," said Evelyn, 
Burprised at the man's seeming geTX^to^\\>i . ^^^\i 
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Mrs. Glare was inclined to think that Mr. Hogg 
was not 80 black as be was painted. 

" We are deeply grateful for your kindness/* 
sbe said. 

'^ Ob ! don't mention it, Madame, I can feel for 
your position bere by yourselves. Ob, by tbe bye 
a — ^Lord Ironboof made an offer of marriage to 
you some time' since, Madame De Yoy — at least, 
so I understand ?'* 

" Wby, yes !'* said Evelyn, " but I could not 
like him, besides I did not — nor do I intend to 
marry — " 

Hogg had an object in view by asking this 
question, and then to back up his design, he said: 

*' I should not wish anyone whom I respected 
to marry him, for he is, believe me, a rakish 
dissipated man, and he grows worse as he grows 
older ; but respecting the property, I will bring 
my lawyer, Mr.. Leech, this afternoon, when we 
will draw up negotiations, and I will pay you the 
money." 

Then the agent took his leave of the ladies. 
After he had left Esker House, Evelyn said that 
she thought Mr. Hogg was over-kind. " And now 
mother,** she continued, ** I am so happy, I shall 
be able to keep poor dear Gerald at school." 

"I am very glad, my dear, if only for the 
yonth'a sake," said Mrs. Clare. 
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That afternoon, according to the arrangement, 
Mr. Hogg, accompanied by lawyer Leech and his 
clerk, came to Esker House, and the deeds were 
drawn np that made the Esker Estates over to 
Lord Lronhoof for ever ! 



CHAPTEE XIX. 

A HAPPY DISCOVERY. — IN A STRANGER LAND. 

" But we xntiBt wander witherisgly 
^ In other lands to die ; 

And where onr fathers' ashes he, 
Oar own may never lie." 

Btbon. 

The arid antnmn sun was scorching the vast 
prairies of the East, and parching the Australian 
plains and back woods ; as a traveller who was on 
his road to Hobart's-town sat down in the shade 
of a rich spreading tree to rest, and to shelter 
himself from the powerful rays of the sun. The 
humming-bird, the mocking-bird, and the thou- 
sand other warblers of that delicious land, sang 
their sweet notes from out the thick foliage of the 
tree, and sipped the honey that fell on its leaves, 
drinking in the delights of that terrestrial para- 
dise, heedless of the innumerable cares that 
oppress the heart of suflfering Uumwdt^* Tcl<^ 
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weary traveller that lay beneath the thick shady 
boughs of the tree^ heedless of the dangers that 
surrounded him, was soon lulled to sleep by the 
music of the songsters, and in that state he lay 
until the heat of the strong noonday sun was 
supplemented by the pleasant shades of evening* 
fanned by sweetest zephyrs. He rose up with 
aching heart and parched lips, and then proceeded 
on his journey. He thirsted ; and as he passed a 
neat cottage, his thirst was intensified by the 
enticing look of the clustering grapes that hung 
in luxuriance from its eaves, looking ruddy as the 
wine-tinged cheeks of a healthy maiden. He 
stood and looked eagerly at the grapes, contem- 
plating as to whether he ought to go in and ask 
the inmates of the cottage to sell him some of 
them. It was a neat cottage, the sweet-briar and 
jessamine crept up to the gothic window-ledge 
with their open blossoms, as if eager to catch a 
glimpse at the pretty maiden who sat sewing in 
the comfortably furnished apartment within. Some 
more ambitious ones climbed still higher by the 
window-side, as if to kiss the ripe grapes that 
hung down to meet them. 

The stranger thought it a nice scene, and his 

teeth watered for some of the ruddy grapes. ** I 

will go in," thought he, ''and ask them to sell 

me Bome;^* and accordingly , he went op and 
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knocked at the door. A young handsome woman 
who responded to his knock/ bade him enter and 
be seated, whilst she would go and call her father, 
who was engaged in the garden behind the cot- 
tage. " I pray you will not disturb your father, 
my dear !" said the stranger ; ** I felt rather dry, 
and I thought I should like some of those grapes 
which haug outside ; so I came in to see if you 
would sell me some." 

" But I will call my father, it won't interrupt 
him miich;" and ere the stranger could again 
expostulate with her, the young woman was out of 
sight, and he was seated by himself in the parlour. 
It was neatly carpeted; in the corner stood a grand 
rosewood pianoforte. He did not have to wait 
long ere the girl's father entered. The traveller 
was struck by his appearance, he thought he had 
seen him before ; but where, he could not say. 

" Well sir," said the proprietor of the cottage, 
** you want to buy some of my grapes, do you ?" 

*^ Really, I thought I should like some, they 
looked so enticing, and I felt so parched." 

" Begorra, then you must have some and wel- 
come, but you must have something better to 
quench your thirst first of all. Nelly," he said, 
addressing the young woman, ''go and bring a 
bottle of that wine for the stranger." 

The stranger was surprised ; \i^ ^QT3\aL\5»xxsL\s^ 
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Ihe 10111*8 rieli brogoe thmi he was an Iiishmaiiy 
and th^a he Ctncied that he had seen him before, 
but he coold not recall where it was, nor when. 

*' I learn that joa are an Irishman," said the 
atraDger, "aud consequently, a eonntryman of 
mine/' 

The proprietor of the cottage did not enquire 
his nationality, but, certainly, I mnst admit, that 
it did intensify his kindly feelings towards him. 

''I know," said he, "that yon are a stranger, 
thraTelling here, and that yon most be weary, so 
yon will no go any farther than my house for this 
night, at any rate. It isn't Tery often that I meet 
with a countryman, and if my little home is worth 
your while, sir, and your kind acceptance, it is at 
your serrice to-night and to-morrow night, and 
every night until you rest yourself well." 

The stranger thanked him cordially, and they , 
soon entered into an animated conversation. 

" This is Mrs. O'Shea, my better half. Sir," 
said the host, as his wife entered the parlour. 
** Then what might be your own name, if it's 
not axin' too much ; it is so awkward to inthro- 
dace a person to another without knowin' their 
names ? " 

*'My name," said the stranger, *'is at present, 
for want of another, De Voy, Louis De Voy." 

"De Voy, De Yoy," teigeated the host, audibly. 
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" O'Shea, O'Shea," said the other, in thought. 

It was no other than our hero, Loais Do Yoy, 
after years of toil and anxiety. 

" I once knew a family in Ireland of your name," 
said he, aloud. " It is long, very long since." 

''I was there some time since," said Bichard 
O'Shea, for he it was who had taken his family out 
with him from Ireland, to the neat cottage which 
he had previously prepared for their reception. 
'^ 'Tis long since I was in that land, sir, last ; and 
it was God sent me there in time, then, or my 
poor wife and children would be murdered by two 
villains that I put out of existence; I didn't like 
to do it, but I had no other alternative, they would 
kill myself and family if I did not kill them. May 
God forgive me." 

"When I was there," said Louis De Voy, "I 
was on a visit ; it is now eighteen years since, but 
I saw sufficient to make me remember, as long as 
I live, the tyranny carried on by a class of persons 
that call themselves landlords, but, Mr. O'Shea^ 
they are landsharks.^* 

" Land sharks, Misther De Voy, they are land 
devils," said O'Shea, his brow darkening as he 
spoke. 

Then there was a pause, which was broken by 
O'Shea telling Nelly to go and get the stranger 
something to eat. During Nell^ ^ iJo^evi^'b^ ^^"^^^"^ 
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and his new-found gaest discussed the wine pretty 
freely, and some of the grapes were brought into 
requisition for the especial behoof of Louis De Voy, 
who recounted, in the presence of his host and 
hostess, the circumstances of the eviction which 
he had witnessed in Gastlevale^ to which the 
greatest attention was vouchsafed by Mr. and Mrs. 
0*Sbea. When Louis had done the recital of his 
story, he was suddenly seized by both hands, and 
Bichard O'Shea shook him warmly. 

*^ You are a thousand times welcome ! It is 
indeed you!" he exclaimed. "May God bless 
you this day and night! Doesn't he look well 
now, Mary, after all he has gone through? Why, 
you tould me he was drowned !" 

Mrs. O'Shea was struck with astonishment. 
The recital of Louis's story brought back afresh 
recollections that had nigh been forgotten; and, 
in the midst of her confusion, she too, got up 
and shook the stranger warmly by the hand. Then 
Louis told of bis fortunate delivery from the 
wreck, and all were happy that they had met so 
opportunely. 

" Nelly, darling,'* said O'Shea, as she entered 
the room a^ain, '* shake hands with our new 
guest, and our old friend, Misther De Voy. This 
is the gentleman that helped to shelter us that 
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frosty winther's morning, when the tyrants threw 
US out of our home.** 

" Oh, Sir,'* said Nelly, *' you are indeed wel- 
come.** 

And Louis found himself besieged with friends. 
After a little time he related how he lost his 
Evelyn in the shipwreck of the Geneva, which 
circumstance, together with the death of his 
mother, led to his present wandering. 

" In throth, Mary here has good news to tell you, 
Misther De Voy; news that will gladden your 
heart, 1*11 go bail. Mary, tell him all about it, 
and let us not keep him in misery any longer.*' 
' The blood coursed quickly through Louis's veins, 
as he waited with eager expectancy to hear the 
news which Mrs. 0*Shea was about to tell him. 
When he heard that his wife was alive and well in 
Esker' House, along with her mother, Louis fell 
on his knees and fervently thanked God. 

**Mrs. O'Shea,'* he said, "I am for ever your 
debtor. Oh, is it not a happy day to me that I 
called here, to learn this heaven-sent intelli- 
gence ! *' 

The moments fled by fleetly, and it was soon 
near nine o*clock at night ; but it mattered not, 
at least so remarked Bichard 0*Shea, they should 
make merry that night. Albeit Mrs. 0*Shea im- 
parted to Louis the happy intelligence of his wife's 
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existence^ she forgot to mention tlie important 
fact that a son had been born to him ; perhaps it 
was the excitement, but, be it what it may, some- 
thing deterred her from telling him this circum- 
stance. 

** Indeed, what do you think, Misther De Voy, 
but that tyrant rogue. Lord Ironhoof, proposed 
marriage to her ; but Mrs. De Voy told the black- 
guard his own story^ and made him keep his 
place." 

Louis bit his lips upon hearing this; he had 
never seen Lord Ironhoof ; he had heard that he 
was a young man, and that was all he knew of 
him, with the exception of his being a tyrant. 

Louis* thoughts were all on home now, on his 
beloved wife, and the fleeting moments were one 
chain of nervous excitement to him, until he 
should see her again. Oh, what joy, what hap- 
piness filled his soul that moment ! Yet, there 
was an evil pang stung his conscience and gnawed 
at his heart-strings. It was the fear that Evelyn — 
Lis own Evelyn — should, after all, hearken to the 
proposals of Lord Ironhoof. The thought was too 
much to contemplate upon, so he tried to banish it 
as well as he could. 

" Nelly, dear, play a tune on the pianny for our 
welcome stranger^ asthore," said Bichard O'Shea, 
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''and sing yer favonrite song as nice as yon 
can." 

"My Nelly," be continued, addressing Louis, 

can sing like a nightingale, and she can play 
that pianny well, too." 

Nelly blushed at hearing her father's praise of 
her; but, shaking oflf whatever mauvaise honte 
made the couleur-de-rose rush to her cheeks, she 
rose gracefully from where she sat, approached 
the piano, and played one of her sweetest airs 
upon it. 

"Now, sing us that song, Nelly," said her 
father, " I know our friend Louis will be glad to 
hear it." 

"But, I don't like to sing it, father dear." 

" Don't be ashamed, now, darling, but oblige 
the stranger at once, that's a good girl. She is 
the life of my heart," he continued, addressing 
Louis. " She is so like my poor Katty — God rest 
her soul — that the murdering Crowbar Brigi*ado 
threw out on the way side that morning," and the 
old man wiped the irrepressible tears which rose 
to his eyes as he spoke. 

" I'll sing that song now, father," said Nelly, 
who perceived his emotion. 

" Ah, do now, achushla.** 

And, accordingly, Nelly sang the following song. 



216 



EVELYN OLARB ; OB, 



Ifc is a simple composition, yet «lie rendered it 
with capital effect. Here are the words :— 
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When the enrnmer snn if slowly sinldng 
In ftU his splendonr heyond the sea, 
I often fancy if thou art thinking 
Of thy parting promises, Aathore Machree; 
And oh t I sigh in my hitter sorrow, 
When the golden rays of the sun depart. 
In hopes he'd hring thee a joyous morrow, 
And fear he'd find thee with an aching heart ; 

Oh! are we doomed to he ever parted ? 
Art thou to wander heyond the waye— 
Or hast thou died, darling, hroken-hearted ? 
Have strangers dug thee a foreign grave ? 
*Twas the harsh decree of a lord's eYiction 
Hade thee an exile from house and me, 
And ohl I pray in my dereliction. 
The King of angels to watch o'er thee I 

" Bravo ! capital !" said Mr. O'Shea. " I tould 
you, Sir, that Nelly conld sing," he continued. 

Louis was none behind in his approbation of 
Nelly's execution of the song, which had a telling 
effect on him. It was the same he heard sung by 
his Evelyn the first night that he (together with 
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Lieutenant Gormac) entered Esker Honse, a 
circumstance which he related to Mr. O'Shea. 

" It was Madame De Voy who taught me that 
Bong, sir, when she gave me lessons on the 
pianoforte; and, although I love the words, it 
makes me feel sad when I sing it, because I think 
of home." 

The evening wore on with anecdote and song. 
Louis, in his turn, contributing to the vocal part 
of the entertainment, until, at a late hour, it was 
unanimously agreed that it was time to retire to 
rest. On the following morning, Louis De Voy 
would fain have resumed his journey, but his hos- 
pitable friend, O'Shea, insisted on his staying vrith 
him for some time. Every day seemed a week to 
Louis, until he should reach Gastlevale. But, oh ! 
what an expanse of sea lay between him and hia 
beloved wife ! 

At length, one morning, after having taken his 
farewell of Richard O'Shea and his family, he set 
out on the long dreary voyage for Lreland, his 
spirits buoyant with hope. 
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CHAPTEE XX. 

MORE VILLANY. — GERALD DE VOY. 

Lord Ironhoors head agent was becomiDg more 
wealthy every day; a constant attendant at the 
parsonage and at the parish churchy and a rigid 
administrator of the law^ he was looked upon with 
a feeling akin to fear by the poor serfs under his 
control^ who feared the dread mandate of his 
notice to quit, with which they would most 
assuredly be visited did they incur his dis- 
pleasure. Oh^ with what feelings of pride did 
this modem Nabuchodonosor walk through his 
vast demesne each morning, and view his ac- 
cumulating flocks and herds! With what felici- 
tous thoughts did he look at his hoarded gold each 
night in his private room, without reflecting for 
a moment on the positions of those poor people 
whom he had turned out of their homes — ay, sold 
to death — ^for this same gold. His ambition had 
now reached the culminating point. It was too 
much for a man of his wealth to be the servant 
of a pauper^ such as Lord Ironhoof was : who was, 
moreover, greatly his debtor. In truth the agent 
thought it was time he became laudloid. Viyoi^^W. 
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One evening he was ruminating thus in Lis 
study^ after numbering his wealthy when a gentle- 
man was ushered into his presence. It was Lord 
Ironhoof, who had come from London. 

*'Ah Hogg, glad to see you old fellow, how 
A'ye do ?*' said the landlord, extending his hand. 
Hogg allowed him to shake his, in fact he did 
not care much lately about seeing Lord Lronhoof, 
as he always expected that he wanted some ^' more 
money." Lord Ironhoof was already his debtor 
to a great amount, and Hogg had recently 
designed a plan by which he might pay himself 
satisfactorily. 

*^ How do you get on with those pauper tenants 
now ?" inquired the landlord. 

" Curse them," was the reply, ^* I am sick and' 
tired of them." 

*' Hang them, dispossess every one of them, 
and let some better ones have the land, some that 
will give a fine — advance a sum of money for the 
good will and possession of the holdings ; I tell 
you I want some money, I've got into a con- 
founded stew at London, and I want a thousand 
pounds at once to extricate me out of it." 

''It is useless for you, Lord Ironhoof, thinking 
to serve notices to quit, with a view to getting 
fines from other tenants. Your name is a terror 
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in these parts after all I can do to make matters 
smooth/' said the agent. 

** Why« did I not give yon all the control and 
management of the estates into yocpr hands? 
and it was only when yon represented to me^ that 
a tenant was eligible no longer for possession of 
any portion of my estate^ that I granted my 
sanction for a notice to qnit with a view to getting 
a better one." 

** Ay, ay, my lord, that's all very well ; but were 
yon not continually sending to me for money, 
until you had got far beyond the amount produced 
by the estates, and nearly in all cases I was com- 
pelled to advance the money myself, so I was 
harsh just to oblige you, and now I feel tired of 
my situation." 

'' It is to be regretted that yon should," said 
the landlord, '' I trust you will be reconciled in 
time ; at present, my dear Hogg, I should feel 
extremely obliged to you if you would advance 
me the small sum of five hundred pounds, that I 
must have from some resource or other against 
this day week." 

** There is another circumstance that I wish 
to call your attention to," said Hogg, evading the 
lord's request. 

** What is it," inquired Lord Ironhoof. 

'^ Well, you see this house \^ uoXi ^'«:%'(^<^ ^ 

15 
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accommodating yon, when yon come here — and, 
there is Esker House which is so much nicer and 
grander foryonr accommodation. And Mrs. Glare 
holds Esker Hoase only on quarterly terms." 

" WeU r 

*' Why, we conld evict her as well as we could 
evict anyone else ; she has got plenty of money or 
she could not keep her son at a college in France. 
He will be coming home one of these days a regu- 
lar gentleman.*' 

*' But I think I gave my word of honour at the 
time we were speaking to her of the property, that 
she should not be disturbed during her life, and 
besides Mrs. Clare is an old woman now; therefore 
I think it is more prudent to let her remain 
where she is during her life, at least." 

Hogg could see that he must work some point 
or other, to bring Lord Ironhoof to his way of 
thinking on the matter at issue, so he again 
essayed— 

"^ " You see, my lord, you could not come to any 
terms with the lady; it was I who negotiated with 
her, therefore your word of honour is not at stake. 
I'll come to the point at once. I will advance 
what money you require, if you give your assent to 
a notice to quit for Mrs. Clare" 

"Very well," said the vacillating landlord, 
very well, Mr. Hogg, -sou m^^ use your own 
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discretion in the matter." And accordingly the 
agent counted over the sam required to him at 
once, whilst his eyes twinkled wickedly; and he 
produced a decanter of wine to add to his hilarity. 

Hogg's evil machinations were now in working 
order, and he could see in the dim future that he 
would soon reach the goal of his long cherished 
hopes. Lord Ironhoof remained his guest for a 
few weeks, availing himself of shooting in the 
woods, and otherwise enjoying himself with the 
wily agent, who now fancied that he should soon 
be master. Meanwhile, preparations were being 
made at Esker House to receive young Gerald 
De Voy, who was daily expected home on a visit. 
A change, a vast one, had taken place at Esker 
House since our last notice of it ; whether it may 
or may not be of importance to my readers, it is 
only right that I should record it for their special 
enlightenment. It was nothing less than the 
conversion of Mrs. Clare to Catholicity, and also 
that of her sister, Mrs. Bourke, whom I introduced 
to my readers at the beginning of this narrative. 

One afternoon, as Mrs. Clare and Evelyn were 
in the sitting-room together, Mrs. O'Dowd entered, 
and told them that there was a gentleman in the 
Hall who wanted to see Madame De Voy. On 
going to see who it was, Evelyn was accosted by 
a stout, rude-looking; uncouth individual, who 
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banded Ler a docament, and then retired as nn- 
ceremoniously as be had entered. 

Evelyn returned to the sitting-room ; and on 
opening the document^ perceived to ber horror 
that it was a ^' notice to quit." She looked at it 
again and again^ to see that she was not deceived ; 
but it was too true. 

'^Mon Dien!" she exclaimed, almost uncon- 
Bcioasly. ^' A notice to quit." 

" What is it, Evelyn, my dear ?** said the old 
lady, laying down the book which she bad been 
reading. 

" A notice to quit, mother." 

" A notice, for whom ?" 

" For you and I, mother, to quit Esker House." 

*' Evelyn, dear, don't torment your poor mother," 
said the old lady, beginning to grow tremulous. 

" I don't wish to torment you, dear mother, it 
is too true ; they want Esker House, and we must 
resign possession of it." 

'^ Oh ! they cannot be so cruel, my dear, oh 
no." 

** I hope not, mother, yet I fear Lord Ironhoof 
is in earnest, he does not care much for us I 
know; and you know well, mother, how he has 
from time to time served the aged and infirm !" 

"Alas! I do, Evelyn; that poor woman who 
waB here yesterday, ma.ie m<b ^\t^ her, poor crea- 
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tnre I She looked pale and sorrowfal^ and she 
said that she had got a large family^ poor thing/' 
said Mrs. Clare^ almost forgetting her own im- 
pending doom, in her sympathy for a poor woman 
who had heen evicted not long hefore^ and who 
applied to her for some relief. 

*' I trust that he will not carry out his threat^ 
mother, I must call and see Mr. Hogg, and beg of 
him not to carry it out." 

" No, Evelyn, my dear, we must not let him 
blow that we are dependant." 

Poor Evelyn sighed. She thought of her son 
coming to a home over which hung the dreadful 
notice to quit, and as she did, a tear stole down 
her cheek. She was now forty years of age, and 
though she had a care-worn expression, her 
features still retained the traces of former loveli- 
ness. Later on in the evening, a young hand- 
some gentleman, light of heart, rung the bell of 
Esker House. He rushed unceremoniously into 
the room where Mrs. Clare and Evelyn was. The 
latter perceiving him enter, rushed to meet him, 
and threw her arms around his neck. Her heart 
heaved, and giving vent to her feelings, she wept 
freely and sobbed audibly. 

"My mother, why do you weep?" said the 
young man. 

" Oh Gerald ! my own Gerald !" she exclaimed. 
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" Wby, mother, moi, what is the cause of all 
this ?*' said her son, for he it was who came on 
his visit according to promise. 

" Oh ! never mind, my boy," she answered, 
disengaging herself from his embrace, and trying 
to calm herself. 

Mrs. Glare in her turn embraced her grandson 
of whom she was very fond. 

*'Why, Gerald, you are very handsome," she 
said admiringly. 

The young man smiled. 

"And you have grown so tall," she continued. 
" Evelyn, he is so like what Louis De Voy was, 
the first time he came here." 

" Do you think he is. Mother ?" said Evelyn, 
who appreciated her mother's comparison. 

" Indeed I do, Evelyn." 

" Poor Louis ! His was a sad fate." 

"Now mother moi, don't be fretting yourself 
about bygones," said Gerald, who as yet knew 
nothing of her latest trouble. And then he 
entered into a humorous description of Paris 
and the Parisians. 

But the malady was too deep-rooted in the 

breasts of his mother and grandmother to be 

eradicated by the most mirth-provoking anecdote. 

Evelyn was, it is true, overjoyed to see her son — 

08 what mother would not — a fine athlete young 
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xnaiij trained np with a good religions education ; 
but though this caused the anxious mother to feel 
proud of her son, it was also what caused her 
most grief. She knew that her son was ill-fitted 
for the rougher tasks of life^ and she had hoped 
that she would be able to command su£Scient money 
to buy him an estate somewhere; but she was 
too charitable^ if indeed it was possible to be 
80^ for she never shut her eyes to distressed 
humanity when it appealed to her^ and that was 
often ; the exigencies of the time — the tryanny of 
her neighbours in evicting and oppressing the 
surrounding tenantry — even those who loved and 
revered her under her own management, all 
tpnded to impoverish her, for those in distress 
well knew the road to Esker House, and if they 
did not they would soon be directed : and ere she 
was aware of how she was circumstanced, she 
was on the brink of poverty ; and to add to the 
bitterness of her already overflowing cup, she was 
subjected to the dreadful ^' notice to quit.*' 

What wonder was it, when she, like the rest of 
the tenantry^ was, by the wily machinations of the 
arch-plotting Hogg, brought into his vortex? For, 
when he saw that Esker House was just what 
suited a man of his increased and increasing afflu- 
ence and influence, there was nothing to deter 
him from becoming lord and master of it. There 
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was no avenging band to wreak vengeance — ^what 
was often dreaded in other cases — on the exter- 
minator. What ! what was it not by order of the 
landlord, and he could not be called an exterminator, 
for his coarse was legal. Legal ! Most certainly 
it was. Ay, and so was Shylock's, when he desired 
his pound of flesh. Bat, we are informed, that 
even in Shylock's time, there existed a law by 
which his goods wonld be made confiscate who 
Bhed a drop of hnman blood. Goald not Ireland 
have a law to check the growth of landlord tyranny, 
which draws away the life-blood of her children ? 



CHAPTEE XXL 

▲ cabman's view of PETITIONING. — JEALOUST OUT 
OF JOINT. — OLD FBIENDS. 

The stars shone brilliantly from ont the frosty 
winter's sky, as a car was driven along the road 
from Grosmaleen to Gastlevale. Its only occu- 
pants were the driver, a rather conversable indi- 
vidaal of forty years, and a gentleman of about the 
same age. The latter was closely wrapped up 
in a warm frock over-coat and traveling rug; he 
wore an imperial and mou&tachei and his face was 
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somewhat bronzed, as if exposed to the severity 
of a warmer climate than Ireland. 

''Are yon well acquainted with the road to 
Castleyale, my good man?" inquired the tra- 
veller. 

" Am I? Musha may be, I'm not ; it was only 
the other day that I took a grand young gentle- 
man there." 

'' Indeed r 

** Throth, then I did, an' he was a fashionable 
man entirely, an' no mistake." 

**Did you learn who he was?" said the 

stiangen 

•** Is id me, yer honour ? Oh, no ; I never like- 
to ax a gentleman who he is," said the carman, as 
if endeavouring to defend his character from an 
imaginary attack. 

'^ I do not mean to say that you would ask who 
the gentleman was, but I thought you might ascer- 
tain it by chance, and as I am going to Gastlevale 
myself, to Esker House, I simply wished to know 
if it was any friend of mine who might be there 
before me." 

** Oh, there is no offence in the least. Sir, not 
at all. It's freezin' fast to-night, so it is. How 
bright the stars are shinin'. Gee wap, there, a 
han garraneJ* * 

* Old hone. 
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"Are there many evictions occurring in this 
qnarter of late ?*' inquired the stranger. 

" Welly not so many as there was in times gone 
by/' ^ 

"Oh, indeed. Are the landlords any better 
now, than in times gone by?" 

"Oh, begorra! no, the sorra bit betther they 
are than they were twenty years ago, when ould 
Gore, Lord Ironhoof's agent, jBung the corpse of 
Katty O'Shea out by the side o' the ditch, and 
then burned the house over her father's head." 

The stranger grew more attentive. 

"And how is it that evictions are more rare 
now ?" inquired the traveller. 

" Nothing aisier or plainer, sir. The intentions 
of the landlords are every bit as bad as ever they 
were, but there is hardly any tenants for them to 
evict now, that's id." 

" Oh, I see." 

" Dye see that hape o' stones there on the road 
side?" said the carman> as they passed a large 
heap of stones. 

"Yes, I do." 

" Well, do you know what brought them there?" 

" No." 

" Well, that's where a vagabone agent was shot 
about twenty years ago. It was him burned the 
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honse over 0' Shea's liead^ that I was tellin' you 
of, sir." 

**But, what is the reason for putting them 
stones there ?" 

**The raison ! I see you're a sthranger entirely, 
or you'd know that. You see, it's a custom here, 
that whenever the people pass hy, wherever a man 
was killed, each one throws a stone there, jist to 
remind them o' sayin' a prayer for the soul of the 
poor person who was killed. And whenever they 
pass by that pile o' stones we left behind us, they 
are reminded o' the person that it's for. And 
what's most strange about id is, that it isn't for 
the agent Gore's sowl they pray." 

" Why, you told me that was the reason of hav- 
ing the stones thrown there," said the traveller. 

" Well, to be shure, it always is in other cases, 
but in this it isn't for the man's soul that was 
killed they pray, but for the soul o' the man that 
killed him ; look at that, now. Sir. That shows 
ye how the tyrannical vagabone landlords are 
hated by the people, an' it's no wondher, avoch, 
many's the poor widdy an' orphan has cause to 
curse them." 

" But, why don't the people of the country hold 

meetings and petition the government against the 

system, and to have some alterations made in it ? " 

The carman laughed outright at this quer^ ol 
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the traveller, so much so that the latter felt 
chagrined at his having occasioned so much mirth 
by what he thought a sensible question* 

*' Why do you laugh, sir?" 

** Musha, who wouldn't lai|gh to bear the ques- 
tion you ax me ; first and foremost, the govern- 
ment won't let any meetins take place. It's high 
thraison to hould a meetin', man ; and when we 
did have our meetin', what's the good iv id? It's 
no good petitionin'. We might as well thry to 
boil a pot o' potatoes on the moon, or make tay of 
holly laves, as be botherin' our heads an' botherin* 
parliment with our petitions. They are never 
read, I'm tould, sir, never. They are always put 
at the bottom o' the saycratiry's file, until he looks 
over the rest, and forwards thim to the proper 
place, an' whin he comes to the Irish petition, he 
puts it by to light the fire with id. And shure^ 
whin that's the case, who'd be bothered petitionin', 
I ax that? In tbe regards o' petitionin' the 
government aginst the landlords, it looks foolish, 
entirely, that's what it does." 

" How, so, my man?" said the traveller. 

** Well, I'll tell you. Suppose you were my 
horse." 

" Well ?" 

" Yes, an' that you were impowered with the 
gift o' speech, like Balaam's ass, not makin' the 
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eomparison^ sir^ and that I welted jon with mj 
whip on the ribs withoat stoppin' nntil the blood 
began to flow through yer sides, bless the 
mark ! and that there w^s no sign o' me stoppin' 
or loosin' yon, bat that I kept on slashin' yon ; 
dy'e think it wonld' be any good o' yon layin' a 
complaint aginst me to meself ? not a bit iv id." 

^'I confess I don't understand yon/' said the 
trayeller. 

"Well, sir, I'll tell yon. You see, the govern- 
ment and the landlords are all one. They are the 
landlords that makes the laws for ns, because 
bein' mimbers o' parliament, they are the govern- 
ment. They are the people that we should sind 
our petitions to, and what is the use o' com- 
plainin' of sin to the d^vil ? No, never will they 
lave o£f ill-thratin' us until, like in Balaam's case, 
an angel with a dhrawn sword makes them reel 
back, believe me." 

'* I confess that I see the force of your argu- 
ment," said the stranger, smiling. 

" To be shure you do — any sensible man would. 
Gee wup, Hop-o-the-venture.* Begorra, I didn't 
feel the time goin', sir. Here we are at the 
bottom o' the path that will lade you up to Esker 
House," said the carman, pulling up his lazy 
Steed. " Keep straight along, sir, u^ th&t ^^^Jik^ 

• Xhe name oi ttie c«na]UDkft\k'dxiA« 
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an' ye'U soon be at the house, yon can see the light 
ehinin' through the windy. Good night, sir." 

The stranger made the best of his way up the 
neat walk that led to Esker House. Louis De 
Voy's heart beat quickly, as he neared the window 
from which the light shone, for he it was, who, 
after a long weary voyage, had now reached within 
a few yards the house that held the object of his 
heart's affection. 

Oh, what moments of pulsing anxiety were 
those to him whilst he made his way along the neat 
walk that led to Esker House ! 
. " How, if my Evelyn has listened to the pro- 
posals of Lord Ironhoof ?" thought he, " and that 
she has forgotten me ; dare I even go into her 
presence, perhaps to cause her misery, and death 
to myself?" 

The perspiration poured heavily from his brow, 
as he leaned against one of the posts upon which 
hung the wicker gate, that led into the lawn. 

*' Ought I to go !" thought he, again. "Yes, 
I will go and see her, even though I died on the 
spot. He noiselessly opened the little gate, and, 
passing through, he crossed the lawn, and reached 
the window from which the light proceeded ; and, 
leaning his elbows on the window sill, he could 
see plainly around the interior of the room. As 
he looked in, his brain reeled, and he would have 
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fallen back, but he caught the window-ledge 
with his left hand. He pressed his right hand 
to his temples, which were scorching hot, despite 
the chillness of the night. 

'* My God !" he exclaimed. ** My Evelyn ! oh, 
no, not my Evelyn. His Evelyn now," as he saw 
his wife seated beside a handsome young gentle- 
man. 

She looked pretty, yet sad, and as Louis beheld 
her smile, when the young gentleman threw his 
arms around her neck, and kissed her lovingly on 
the cheek, he felt as though a poniard was 
plunged through his heart. 

** Oh, curse him ! curse him !" said he bitterly, 
** How fine he looks ! How young and handsome 
he is, and I — fah ! I am a poor sunburnt old 
man compared to him. See how he lavishes his 
kisses on my false darling's cheek ! False ! Oh 
no, she is not false ; how can I say that she is, 
after twenty years of separation ? No, she is not 
false ; she thought I was dead long, long ago. 
May heaven bless her ! she loved me once, and 
she is not to blame ; how can I blame him by her 
side, yet I hate him; aye, I detest that same 
lordly villain Ironhoof, for he it is surely; did 
they not tell me that he proposed marriage to her? 
I could kill him now," thought Louis, feeling 
for his revolver which he now drew from his breast, 



I 
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and played with as if preparing to take his aim at 
his adversary. Ob^ how little he knew of the grief 
that rent her heart who was now the object of his 
mingled love and jealousy ; so it is, one half the 
world know not how their nearest friends are 
situated. It was not Lord Ironhoof who sat 
beside Evelyn^ but it was her son Gerald, who had, 
as I before noticed, come home from college; 
and to him the distracted mother was relating 
the tale of her misery, when the impulsive young 
man flung his arms around her neck and kissed 
her. Ob, how little mother and son knew of the 
danger in which they were that moment, or of 
the jealousy which that maternal kiss created! 
Louis De Voy lowered his revolver and with a 
deep drawn sigh said, ^^I will not kill him, it 
would make her unhappy. Mon Dieu /" he ex- 
claimed audibly as he turned to depart, the tears 
streaming down his cheeks. Then he looked back 
again to catch one glance of her, and at last with 
a breaking heart, he tore himself away. 

*' Oh, what did I come to see!" he thought, as 
he sauntered down the path that led to the high 
road, " To see her happy in blessing another with 
her love! This is the bitterest draught of all* 
I had hopes when I heard of her existence : but 
they are shivered to pieces, and now I must 
return again to the IsoidL \j\i<^iQ 1 ^AQamolated 
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wealthy and from which I came to meet her ; but 
Do^ I shall never have that happiness/' As he 
Boliloqnized thus, he was met by two suspicions- 
looking individuals on the road leading to 
Crosmaleen. 

"Could you direct me to an inn or public- 
house any where in this locality ?" he inquired. 

** Oh, yes sir," said one, " there is a public- 
house just below the cross roads there, it is kept 
by one Pether O'Dowd.'' 

"Peter O'Dowd?'* said Louis inquiringly. 

" Yes, and a dacent public-house it is, too, as 
dacent a one as you'd meet in a day's walk, isn't 
id,' Omadhaun ?" said he, appealing to his com- 
panion. 

" To be shure it is, an' a good glass o'whiskey 
you'll get there too, Shaun, and it's yourself that 
knows id'." 

Louis did not like the appearance and 
demeanour of his latest directors, as they stood 
looking mysteriously at each other. 

The one who spoke first appeared to be superior 
to the other, and in fact his master, from the 
authority with which he addressed him. He 
had given him by the peasantry the sobriquet of 
Shaun Douragka on account of his dark sinister 
looks, but his real name was Began. His com- 
panion was christened by the same authorlt^^ 

16 
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Omadhaun Cruttagh, which heing translated 
means, Uhe hunch-back fool/ his real namo 
being Massy. Bat he was more rogae than fool, 
in fact a combination of both. The two were on 
their way to the public-house, where they were 
*' regular customers,** Their occupation was that 
of land bailiffs or drivers, and whenever a tenant 
was behind in the payment of any portion of his 
rent, their services were always called into 
requisition, to seize either his crops or cattle, for 
the landlord. 

** How far is it to O'Dowd's public-house ?*' in- 
quired Louis of them. 

" It is only a few hundred yards from where we 
stand," said Began; '^ myself and my friend is 
going there now, if you have no objections to our 
company. 

*' Certainly not," said Louis, and accordingly 
he accompanied them to the public-house, which 
had more the appearance of a snug farm-house, 
than aught else. 

The landlord was a complimentary kind of 
person, and his better half, too, seemed all atten. 
tion to her customers. 

'^ Here I shall be able to satisfy my mind on 
the matter that oppresses my heart," thought 
Louis, as he was seated alone in the back parloor 
^C the inn. 
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He rang the bell and ordered some tea^ after 
which he desired to have an interview with the 
landlord. 

" To he shure you can, and welcome ;" said the 
kind hostess, who told her husband that the 
gentleman wanted to speak to him. 

In a few minutes later, Louis and the landlord 
of the inn were alone, some smoking punch on 
the table, and the parlour door closed. 

*' You have had a great many changes here of 
late, I understand, in the management of pro- 
perty," said Louis. 

**We have, sir; a great many entirely. Ah! 
sir, the most of the people have left this neigh- 
bourhood of late, at laste they were banished out 
o' the place ; the landlords are all such tyrants." 

"Are there no good-hearted men among them?'* 

" Well, some o* them are very kind, but they 
are like angels' visits, few and far between." 

"But in that case you cannot call them all 
tyrants." 

"Well sir, not directly, but indirectly they 
are." 

" How do you explain that ?" 

"Musha, very simple. Those o' them that 
might be good enough themselves, they go to live 
in England, Germany, or some foreign counthry^ 
and they appoint some vagabone agent oc oU^fit i^ 
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do their work, and anonagh they tyrannize over 
the poor people ten times more than the landlords 
themselves ; that's how they are tyrants indirectly. 
And there are more landlords that it doesn't mat- 
iher where they live, they are tyrants in their 
hearts, grabbin' the people's money, and risin' 
their rint until the land gets too dear for man or 
baste to live on id." 

''I see; but the tenantry are not so much 
oppressed on Glare's estate !" 

" Aren't they though ? That's where they are 
most oppressed, sir, ever since the black-hearted 
tyrant, Ironhoof, got id into his clutches. He has 
crushed the poor tenants down, down to the dust* 
Oh, that's the bad villain of an agent he has." 

This was sufficient information for Louis ; his 
preconception of Lord Ironhoof s being proprietor 
of Esker Estates and married to Evelyn were now 
realized without doubt. He could not speak for 
a moment; he grew deadly pale, and his hand 
shook tremulously as he raised the glass to his 
lips. 

'^Is there anything the matther, sir?" said the 
host. « 

"Oh no, there is nothing, thank you. How 
long is it since Lord Ironhoof became proprietor 
of the Esker Estates ?" 

" Oh, it's a few ^ewc^ «Lgp» mi xaamory serves 
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me badly, sir, but may be Peggy could tell us by 
and bye. I know the poor lady that sold id to 
him is the kindest hearted in the whole counthry. 
Ay ! it's a ''pity, sir, that she lost her husband; I 
knew him, he was as fine a young man as you'd 
see in a day's walk : that he was." 

*' But she is better oS now, by being married to 
Lord Ironhoof ; she has riches, wealth and — " 

'* Stop, stop, sir, if you plaze. What is that 
you tell me ? When did she marry Ironhoof ?" 

** I don't know, you tell me that he is possessed 
of her estates." 

'^ To be shure he is, but that's no reason he'd 

be married to her. 'Tisn't but he axed her 

though, but she sent him his-way. Her son, a 

fine young man, is come home from college last 
week." 

This was a fresh piece of news for Louis. 

"Her son !" he exclaimed. 

"Yes, to be shure, a fine young gentleman. 
He was born in Gastlevale shortly after his father 
was dhrowned, and his mother gave him a grand 
education entirely, sint him to a college like a 
priest, and anonagh he is kum home a rale gintle- 
man ; but his mother is poor now, the creature* 
She was too charitable, relieving all the people 
that was thrown out o' their homes by the tyrant 
that bought her estate ; and YrlitA'^ xsiot^^ \. ^^ss^ 
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tould that Lord Ironhoof himself is poor enongh 
now, and in want o' money, bnt his agent, Misther 
Hogg, the magistrate, is not so ; it is he that has 
the money, sir !" 

''Do yon know where Lord Ironhoof id stay- 
ing?" 

** Yes, I do ; he is stoppin' now at the Boyal 
Hotel, Grosmaleen. He is a great spendthrift, 
and it is not long since he came to these parts 
last. He only comes here once or twice a year to 
get his money, and thin he is off like the cuckoo 
nntil another saison ; but the cuckoo doesn't lade 
such a re&cthory life as he does when she goes 
away, for the landlord goes to dhrink an' sport, 
and be the time his next rint-day comes, he isn't 
worth a toss." 

Louis' natural vivacity of spirits had now re- 
turned. He was overjoyed at the happy intelli- 
gence given him by the landlord. He could see 
it all now, and whilst chiding his own misgivings, 
he thanked God inwardly that he had not shot 
him who was no other than his own son. 

" It is whispered," continued' the host, " that 
Lord Ironhoof is in great want o' money, an' it is 
whispered that he wants to sell the Esker Estates. 
I hear also, that he has served Madame De Yoy 
with a notice to quit." 

'' Indeed!" 
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** Yes ; an' she is to be tarned this week out of 
her home^ after all the happy days she has spent 
in it." 

''Peter O'Dowd, you once assisted me in an 
important undertaking/' said Louis in a serious 
tone. 

''Is id me assist you?" said the other, be- 
wildered. 

" Aye, listen. You remember that wintry moon- 
light night when you assisted Louis De Yoy and 
Evelyn Glare to escape across the lake?" 

Peter O'Dowd looked astonished. 

"I do ; and I'll never forget it ;" he said. 

^' You heard that Louis De Yoy was drowned." 

"To be shure he was^ didn't everybody hear 
id!" 

"Well, you see Peter, J have not been drowned, 
I am still alive, thank God !" 

Peter O'Dowd started and sprang from his seat. 

" Ay, Peter, it is me — ^Louis De Yoy ;" and he 
extended both hands in response to Peter's hearty 
cead miUefaiUha'* 

" Indeed it is you, sir, and no mistake^ I see 
id all now, you wem't dhrowned afther all." 

"No," said Louis, smiling:, and then both 
entered into a conversation respecting the pur- 

* Hundred Uioound welcomet. 
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chase of the Esker Estates from Lord Ironhoof 
that night. 

Peter 0*Dowd went and told Peggy his happy 
intelligence without reserve, ahout '^ how Loais 
intended to huy the estate and all.'' 

*' Peter, you are joking," she said. 

^^The sorra joke in id at all, he wasn't 
dhrowned the time they sed he was, hut he was 
saved ; and he went over to Australy and saved a 
lot o' money entirely." 

Two men who sat drinking in the shop, now 
became more attentive — looked at each other puz- 
zled, and immediately that Peter O'Dowd returned 
to the parlour, they rose and left the house. Then 
Mrs. O'Dowd (ne6 Peggy) was introduced to the 
stranger. 

" You see, sir," said Peter, " Peggy and myself 
bein' as you might say two orphans, we put our 
money together, and agreed to take aich other for 
betther and worse." 

Peggy laughed, so did Peter ; and their mirth 
was so contagious, that Louis felt himself a victim 
to it, and all three enjoyed the joke. Half an 
hour later, Louis and Peter O'Dowd were seated 
in the car belonging to the latter, and on the road 
to Crosmaleen to see Lord L'onhoof, with a view 
to purchasing the Esker Estates. 
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CHAPTER XXII. 

AN EVICTION STAYED. — CLEARING UP OP THB 

MYSTERY. 

When the two men whom we noticed in the 
shop of Peter O'Dowd had left, they made the 
best of their way to the house of their master, 
Mr. Hogg : where arrived, they were soon ushered 
into his presence in the little parlour, if, indeed, I 
may apply the term to the apartment in which 
he received them ; as it served for study, council- 
chamber and parlour. And many a dark deed 
had been plotted in that same apartment. Here 
it was that he negotiated with the villains long 
ago, for the murder of Mrs. O'Shea and her 
family ; and here he always administered his rigid 
orders to the crowbar brigade, ere venturing on 
their dread work of extermination. 

" Well, Began, what is your business to-night ? 
and so late too;'' inquired Hogg, as he locked 
the door of the apartment, after admitting his 
minions. 

^'Bedad, sir, I think we have some news that 
you won't care to hear to-night." 
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''What is it, then ? Be brief, and tell me at 
once.** 

Then Began related what they had heard and 
seen, and at the end of his nanatiTe, the agent 
seemed utterly perplexed. 

** That is news, and important news too, for 
me.** 

''I thought it wonid be, sir, and ihat*8 the 
raison we came to tell yon.** 

''Hnm — ^I thank yon. I 'say Began, we mnst 
lose no time in the morning in carrying ont that 
notice to qnit, which yon serv^ on his wife. I 
dread the worst, I shall be foiled in my aims after 
all. Get the men together to-night or in the 
morning, and if we don*t get possession easily, we 
will exact it rigidly. We'll have no parley with 
any of them ; it doesn*t matter who ; they won't 
be able to show any authority from the beggarly 
Lord Ironhoof before we can haye a little revenge 
at any rate.** 

" I'U tell yon what I think, Misther Hogg. Tm 
afeard that there will be some resistance to ns.** 

** Silly fellow; who will dare to resist ns, an old 
woman and her daughter !'* 

'* Oh, throth, there is more in id than all that. 
The people around are Tery fond o* the Clares, 
and it's from them we may fear resistance.** 

Ay, that may \>e» ^ou. axe right," said Hogg, 
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''and I think we had hotter get some of the 
soldiers to assist ns. I will head the party my- 
self." 

** That will take some time/' ohsenred Began, 
''bekase the sogers had no notice of this case 
afore. It will take until dinner-time at laste." 

** Very well, even so we must have them to back 
up our other men.'' 

** I'm thinkin' we'll want the price of a glass to 
thrate a few o' the boys to-night. It won't be 
thrown away, a thrate won't on them." 
How much will you require ?" 
Oh, anything you like," said Began, as if 
careless in the matter. 

" Will a sovereign do ?" 

*' To be shure it will, sir." 

'' Began, I depend on you for this transaction." 

*' Thrust to me, sir," said Began, putting the 
money in his pocket, and so saying, himself and 
his companion left the magistrate's apartment, 
leaving Hogg to ruminate on their latest piece of 
information. . 

The fact of their having extracted a sovereign 
from the magistrate, put the bailiffs in high glee. 
It was more than they expected, and they could 
see that their news created considerable uneasiness 
to him. 
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*' Didn't I do the thrick complate, Omadhann ?'* 
said Regan, addressing his companion. 

*' The diYil brake me step !" said the Omadhaurif 
swearing his £uniliar and peculiar oath, '^ but yoa 
are a fine fellow all oat. Begorra, it's yon that 
onght to be magistrate, yon are so cleTor." 

*' Magi-stroie or crooked I got the money out of 
him, and we won't sleep until we wet our whistles 
with id, and dhrink to the health o' the ould 
Tagabone that gev id to us. Come on now to the 

' Divil's Hoof,' where ould Brian used to make the 
potheen before you informed on him, and we'll 
meet some o' the boys there, and have a rale 
carousin' night." 

The reader will not have forgotten that in a 
previous chapter I described the "Divil's Hoof" 
as an illicit distillery in Slievebawn, where Peter 
O'Dowd returning from the town, called for his 
bottle of potheen, and to see old Brian who car- 
ried on the potheen making. Poor old Brian 
had since been punished, and his distillery seized 
by the soldiers in consequence of information given 
by The Omadhaun, and now the distillery was 
used as a nightly rendezvous by the crowbar 
brigade. 

When Began and bis companion arrived there, 
they were greeted with shouts of wild applause 
when they made known. Wieit l^\A%t Buccess, and 



THE WBEOKED HOMESTEADS. 253 

ere many minates, a large keg of potheen was 
produced^ and the party entered on their enjoy- 
ment for the night, singing and dancing before 
the large fire which blazed brightly in the moun- 
tain-hiding place. 

" Began, give ns a stave of a song/' said one 
of the company, and his request was echoed by a 
dozen voices. At length, after a little pressing, 
he obliged them by singing a number of verses. 
I give the first two, in order to show in what 
esteem " whiskey" and money were held by those 
characters, and what sentiments were applauded 
by the *' Crowbar Brigade." 

THE SPIBIT OF WHISKEY. 

*' Fill np all yer glasses me honeys, 
And dhrink to the health o' the man 
That has lashins and lavins o* money, 
And dhrinks aU the whiskey he can. 
For money's the sperrit o' whiskey, 
And whiskey's the sperrit of man. 
It's whiskey that makes a boy frisky, 
So boys let ye dhrink all ye can. 

Chorus. 
It's whiskey that makes a boy frisky, 
So boys let ye dhrink all ye can. 

*' Arrah, boys, let ye dhrink to the lasses, 
And dhrink to the health o' the king, 
He is the houehal that's fond of his glasees, 
So boys make the shebeen hoiAM tmt^. 
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For lojf tliere's a pletsnre in dhrinkm'. 

It dhrowns all aai lorrowmiid joy, 

Whoo ! bojs dmre I think that Fm thinkin' 

A dhmnkard'i the broth of a boy. 

Chomi* 
Whoo I boys ahnre I think that Fm thinkia' 
A dhnmkard'a the broth of a boy." 

There was a boisterous thnnder of applause 
followed this doggrel ditty, and Began's health 
was proposed and dmnk amid cheers, and thus 
the company spent their night in the Devil's 
Hoof. 

The following morning was a clear frosty one. 
The sun threw his rays obliquely over Castleyale, 
making the thawing icicles glitter in his beams, 
as they hung from the eaves of the cottages like 
so many miniature spears. At about noonday a 
party of men followed by a poss6 of armed soldiers 
were seen making their way to Esker House, 
their armour glittering in the sunlight made a 
thrill of horror run through those of the villagers 
who saw them. At the head of the party, Hogg 
and his man Began figured prominently, and 
soon led the way into the lawn fronting Esker 
House. 

" Oh, the Lord between us an' harm, Mistress 
dear," exclaimed Mrs. O'D.owd, " look through the 
winddy I see the red army what are they come for 
ataUr 
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Evelyn did look, and to her surprise beheld 
the cavalcade of devastation^ the name of which 
had erst spread terror through the surrounding 
villages. Hogg demanded possession of Madame 
De Voy, in the name of Lord Ironhoof. This 
was rather a sudden salute for Evelyn, who never 
dreamt that such a glittering array of soldiers 
would be brought to expel her from her home. 

"In the name of heaven! what do you require ?" 
she said, addressing Hogg. "I will not leave 
here until I can provide another home.'' 

*'0h, that's all nonsense," said Hogg, *'you 
must give possession ma'am without delay, you 
see the soldiers are here to back me up in doing 
my duty, and my duty I will do^ come what 
will." 

''Lord Ironhoof could not be so harsh, so 
cruel as to send an army io evict two defenceless 
women, there is some villany at the bottom of 
this. I will see Lord Ironhoof before I yield, 
and you can go and tell him, that I desire to 
remain here another week." 

''It is useless madam, you have had sufiScient 
time to provide a place for yourself, and if you 
have not done so it is your own fault, and you 
must put up with the consequences. Here my 
men^ do your work but do it quietly^ let us not 
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give any excuse for the people to say, that we did 
more than oar duty.'* 

During this conversation, the only occupants of 
Esker House, present, were Evelyn and Mrs* 
0*Dowd, (Peter O'Dowd's mother,) who was her 
attendant. Gerald De Yoy had gone out for a walk, 
and Mrs. Glare was ill and unable to leave her 
bed. 

*' Advance my men and carry the law into 
execution," repeated Hogg, amid the cries of Mrs. 
0*Dowd and Evelyn. 

** Oh, woe ! woe ! upon you hardened wretch 
that you are, to work your fiendish plot to this 
base end ! Alas, that this should be the fate 
of Evelyn Glare! oh, would that I were drowned 
with yon, my Louis !" she said in her despair, 
Mrs. 0*Dowd endeavouring to console her the 
while. 

*' Don't heed women's tears, my men ; don't be 
unnerved by them, but go and take out every stick 
of furniture, and all other effects out of the place 
that are not fixtures in the house." 

'^ My heart is a fixture in this house," said 
Evelyn. 

*' Then, we'll drag that out, for that's a fixture 
that isn't worth much," said Hogg. *' Gome for- 
ward, my men !" 

'' Stay ! stay, Mt, Hogg " said a tall strange 
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gentleman, who came rushing np at that moment^ 
^' Your men will not desecrate anything in Esker 
House to-day !" 

Evelyn and Mrs. O'Dowd were startled by the 
words of the stranger, who was accompanied by 
Peter O'Dowd, and Hogg stared vacantly at him, 

*' Who, who are you, Sir," he inquired, " that 
dares to interfere with me in the discharge of my 
duty ? Take that man into custody," he con- 
tinued, to one of the soldiers. 

*' No, he will not take me into custody ; I am 
•one who has foiled your villany, and spoiled your 
hellish plan. Bead this paper," he added, handing 
him a paper. 

As Hogg read its contents, he grew pale and 
evinced signs of discomfiture. 

"So, so," he muttered, returning it to the 
stranger. " It seems correct, but I must have an 
explanation. Turn away, my men, our work hero 
is at an end," and, wishing the stranger a good 
day, in the most sarcastic manner, he turned 
away. 

."Ha, ha, ha, Misther Hogg," said Peter 
O'Dowd, " you can go now, like the tail that lost 
the dog." 

All this time, Evelyn and Mrs. O'Dowd were 
astonished, and when the Crowbar Brigade had 
gone, Evelyn tendered her sincereat tliwik^ \*i ^^ 
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generous stranger who had come so opportunely to 
her aid^ and invited him into the house along with 
Peter O'Dowd, to take some refreshment. 

*' My son will he home shortly/' she said^ '^and 
be must thank you for your generosity." 

" Oh, I beg you will not mention it to him," 
said the stranger. " It was simply xoj du,ty." 

**Your duty! well, I must confess, sir, that 
whilst thanking you sincerely^ I know not to what 
I may attribute this generous act on the part of 
one who is a stranger to me ? " 

'* A stranger, Evelyn !" 

The words fell on her heart like molten lead. 

" Oh, that voice ! But, no, it could not ! Ah i 
it could not be."' 

*' Ay, but it is, and it can be, Evelyn. I 
learned, in a &r off land, that you lived still for 
x^e ; that you were saved in the same manner as 
inyself, and I thanked God, and resolved to come 
a3 far as you ; hearing your position from Peter 
O'Dowd, I lost no time in seeing Lord Irpnhoofj 
with whom I negotiated, and purchased, with part 
of my money, the Esker estates back again for yon; 
herQ is the agreement tjbat makes it yours again 
for ever !" said Louis, producing the document. 

" Ob, it is indeed my Louis !" sh^ qried, cling- 
ing to his necl^, and sobbing algnd; V thwik God 
ijhat you arp saved r 
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Evelyn^s happiness knew no bounds^ and^ I need 
hardly add, that Louis De Yoy was quite as 
delighted : and, in a few days, Esker House was 
beginning to wear its former appearance. 

One morning, however, as Evelyn and Louis 
were seated in the parlour, Mrs. O'Dowd came 
rushing in, almost breathless. 

"I beg your pardon, Madame, but I have a 
word, to say to you about the misthress, she hasn't 
long to live, and a thought struck me that she 
wasn't baptized yet." 

*'0h, dear!" exclaimed Evelyn, *^ whatever 
shall we do ! mamma was not baptized ?" 

^'Send for Father Dwyer, Ma'am, at once, 
then," said Mrs. O'Dowd; and, accordingly, a 
messenger was dispatched, who was happy that the 
discovery had been made, and, without delay, he 
hastened to Esker House and administered the 
sacrament of baptism to the dying woman. He 
was happy to see Louis De Voy, of whose good 
fortune he had previously heard ; and Louis was 
glad to see Father Dwyer attired in a becoming 
clerical suit. It was such a difference from the 
time he had met him by Corrigdhu. Meanwhile, 
Mrs. Glare, who had been strengthened on her 
deathbed by the first and last sacraments of the 
Catholic Church, fell into a heavy sleep, frorcL 
which nought save the bouu^^ q? >3!da \^^ ^^^ 
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Bommons, which we all must obey, shall wake 
her. 

There was great monmisg among the inhabi- 
tants of Esker House for her loss, Mrs. O'Dowd 
doing aU in her power to eonsole ETeljn. 

" Erery one has their own throables, Ma'am/' 
she said, as the party sat in the parlour that 
night. 

" That is Tery true, Mrs. O'Dowd, and I dare 
say you hare had yours in your day ?" 

** That I had before I came to Esker estates 
secondly; I had enough to suffer." And then 
Mrs. O'Dowd entered into an account of her own 
trials, as if to make ETcIyn's cause for grief seem 
less. 

" When I was in the city of Dublin," she con- 
tinued, ^'and my poor husband who was a carpenter 
— God be good to his soul! — died, I was left with- 
out help, to support my twin little boys and a 
girl ; the girl died too, shortly after her father's 
death, and then I had to provide for the two boys* 
In my trials, God was good to me. There was 
a kind lady, a Frenchwoman that I used to clane 
and work for, that took a grate interest in myself 
and little family; so one day she came to my 
house, and said she, * Mrs. O'Dowd, I know it's a 
difficult matter for you to keep these boys, if you 
like I'll adopt one o'them and bring him up as my 
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own child. He will be cared for never fear, and I 
know that you cannot care very well for him ;' ov 
coorse it was the hardest thing in the world to 
part my darling child, he was jnst beginning to 
notice things, and his playful smile was food for 
me. It was hard for me to see him love a strange 
woman as his mother, and I thought I couldn't 
bear id. But I prayed to God to direct me to the 
best, and at length one morning, I went with 
tears in my eyes, and took my little boy with me 
to the lady ; I thought at first it would break my 
heart. The lady bestowed the greatest care on 
him, and when I used to go to work there after, 
I thought it would kill me to see him throw his 
tiny arms around her neck and kiss her, and call 
her mamma. At last she went to France, herself 
and her husband, and took my darling with her ; 
she said, she would write to me, but I was obliged 
to come to Gastlevale, and I never heard since 
whether my child is living or dead." 

The recital of Mrs. O'Dowd's story created * 
great impression on Louis, who was seen to shed 
tears. 

"What was the woman's name ?** he inquired 
hastily, " who took charge of your child ?" 

" They called her Madame De Voy, it is the 
same name as your own, God bless you !" 

Louis struggled hard to maintain tis^ %^* 
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possession, and, rising up, he requested all wbo 
were in the parlour, except Mrs. O'Dowd and 
Evelyn, to retire to another room. When they 
had gone, he said, 

"Evelyn, you have heard Mrs* O'Dowd's 
story." 

" Yes, Louis dear, why does it distress you ? 
what can be the matter?" 

*' I will tell you ; Madame De Voy, at the hour 
of her death, told me that I was not her son; she 
said she adopted me from a poor woman whose 
name she never told me. The mystery has 
troubled me until now, and the circumstances of 
Mrs. O'Dowd's story have induced me to believe 
that she is indeed my mother, and that Peter 
O'Dowd is my brother." 

At the conclusion of his speech, he embraced 
the old woman his mother, who wept with joy. 
Evelyn was astonished, but, was not hard to be 
convinced of the truth of the story, and she in 
her turn embraced her new found mother. And 
thus the hitherto unrevealed mystery was cleared 
up. 
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CHAPTER XXm. 

ANOTHER AaRARIAN MURDER — CONCLUSION. 

The circnmstances of Lonis' negotiations with 
Lord Ironhoof, and his new found naine were not 
long in going abroad. They spread over Castlevald 
as a fire woald over some parched prairie of thd 
East) making some rejoice for the sakes of Evelyn 
and Mrs. O'Dowd^ and making others who envied 
these persons sad at their good fortune; among 
the latter were Mr. Hogg the head agent of Lord 
Lronhoof and his satellites. The agent saw th0 
cap of hope snatched from his own lips, in the 
hoar of trianph, and Lord lronhoof, to whom he 
had been such a friend, (?) placed out of his power 
once more by the sale of Esker Estates. Siich 
were his thoughts one day as he sat in his usual 
study, contemplating Lord lronhoof s actual posi- 
tion, and then he planned as to how he could 
possess himself of the l)andlord*s remaining 
property. Lord L'onhoof Was to a great extent 
his debtor, and by advancing him a few pounds 
more, he thought that in all fairness the landlord 
ought to hand him OTer tTie x^m^mvsi^ ^^s^'^w^ 
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of his estates : accordingly, with these thoughts 
uppermost in his mind he set ont for the Boyal 
Hotel, Crosmaleen, to see Lord Ironhoof, and if 
possible to pat his theories into execation. He 
found the landlord alone in his room sipping his 
brandy, and as nsnal glad to see him. 

" How are yon, my dear Hogg ?" was the salu- 
tation. 

The agent did not much like being addressed 
in this style, as it was a direct thrust at his 
dignity. 

" I am pretty well to-day, I thank you, my Lord 
Lronhoof," was the reply. ''I understand that 
you sold the Esker estates?" 

*' Ob, yes, sold them well to a gentleman worth 
plenty of money, I assure yon, capable of im- 
proving them, and he will set a good example to 
the tenantry in tillage, and otherwise; we want 
some fresh blood in Castlevale, you know." 

*' Hum ; do you know who that fellow happens 
to be r 

" Hang me if I do, or care, so that he had plenty 
of money to pay me for the place." 

" Well, he turns out to be the foreigner, who 
some twenty years ago took Miss Glare away with 
him. He was saved from that wreck, and his real 
name is O'Dowd." 

'' Hang me, but that is novel, after all; but life, 
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onr whole life, is one romance, which, if recorded 
faithfully, would exemplify the saying, that * truth 
is stranger than fiction.' O'Dowd, eh? And^ 
well, let him he, he has enough of money, and 
consequently is worthy of respect. Here, take 
another glass of brandy." 

The agent complied/ and began to feel a little 
more sociable. 

"Your honour is right; I believe a man with 
money deserves respect, and I know I would 
always pay it to himl Poor people are a nuisance, 
I declare. They want this and that— they cannot 
pay. to time, and they desire a little longer in- 
dulgence. They had some misfortune, and so on, 
that, verily, your lordship, I am getting sick of 
them ; and I think I will give up my dealings with 
rich and poor in future, and resign my situation 
under you*as agent.'' 

*'0h, don't say that, my dear Hogg, you are 
well fitted for the task, and I don't think we could 
do without you now." 

" Well, your lordship is aware that you are my 
debtor to a large sum now, and I have lately come 
to the conclusion of advancing you some more 
money on conditions that you make over the 
property to me, and give me entire possession of 
it." 

"Ob, that I could not do, at all. Whatever 
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lias pat that idea into yonr head ? I wiD he able 
to pay yoa yonr money ehorUy. Haye another 
glass of brandy, jnst to make yourself a little mora 
{^leasanti" 

Hogg complied again, bat, instead of it making 
him more pleasant, it had the reverse effect, and 
only served to bring oat some of his blacker 
natare. 

*' I want some more money," said the landlolrd, 
'' jast to settle a little matter." 

''What! after selling Esker estates? Want 
money ! Why, yon're always wanting," »aid the 
agent, who feared that another loan might bd 
requested. ^'I tell you plain, yoa will have 
neither money nor rent off me until you have paid 
every farthing that you are in my debt, and that 
is a great deal now ; so, if you like, sell me the 
property out and out ; if not, I will mortgage it 
until I'm paid every penny." 

** Don't blow such a hurricane in my apartment, 
I have got money Bufficient. I suppose you 
thought I spent what I received for the Esker 
Estates. Not a bit of it, my dear fellow, I trans- 
mitted that to my bankers, but am not going to 
draw on it for every trivial call. I didn't ask yoa 
tot money, and if I did, you're only a Hogg after 
all !" said Lord Ironhoof, springing to his feet* 
'* You want , to get my property, — iio. Never, 
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neyer shall yon possess yonrself of it ! t haVd 
money enough, and I defy you." 

Hogg rose from the table, and> taking his hat^ 
advanced to the door, then looking back with il 
scowl on bis repulsive features, said— 

" You're in my clutches, tyrant, and I will ptote 
to you the viciousness of a Hogg, belieVd me. I 
will not relax my gripe of you until 1 make you 
repent, and yield to me.'* 

So saying, be slammed thd doot behind him, 
and strode awkwardly down the large staircase of 
the hotel, leaving the landlord bewildered at his 
audacity* 

In a few days more Mr. Hogg had mortgagee^ 
the entire estates of Lord Ironhoof ; and every 
day that came made the agent feel that ere long 
Lord Lronhoof would shake him off, and that he 
would lose his hold of the property for ever. One 
evening, as he sat in his favourite parlour, two 
sinister looking individuals entered the apartment, 
and carefully adjusted the door behind them* 
They stole stealthily towards the desk, behind 
which the pseudo-landlord was seated^ 

"Ha, Regan," said Hogg, *'yott have eoxM i& 
your time, I see* Now, I have a piece of work for 
yourself and Massey, which you wiU be well paid 
for if you do it well." 

" To be sture we'll do it trell, why would'nt 
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we? Won't we, Omadhann?" said Began to Us 
comrade. 

** Listen/' said the agent. '' Hear what I haye 
to tell yon, coolly, and then gi?e yonr answer, yon 
and your companion. I wish to hear what he will 
haye to say as well as you. It is a matter of great 
importance, that will require yonr weightiest con- 
siderations." 

'^ Arrah, the devil brake me step, bnt Fm ready 
for anything meself," said the Omadhann. '^ Jist 
tell ns what it is, and giye us the money, we want 
a drink ba41y, for we are pnrty dry jist now." 

''Don't speak so loud, my good fellow," said 
Hogg, evidently much embarrassed, and looking 
about cautiously, fearing lest any one else than 
his dupes were within hearing. '' Well, that 
cursed Lord Ironhoof is becoming a nuisance to 
me, and — " 

Here he paused, and looked significantly at the 
ruffians, who seemed to take the cue of his dumb 
eloquence acutely, if I may so speak ; for truly on 
his features was impressed that which told more 
eloquently of his wicked thoughts than anything 
his tougue could do to give them utterance. 

''Is id the masther that's throublin* you, Mr. 
Hogg?" inquired Regan. 

"Aye, even he, and — " 

" And you want 'im out o' the road, isn't that 
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id ? To be share it is — ^I knew it was," said tbe 
Omadhaun* 

" That is jnst it," said the agent. '' That is 
just what I want, and you two are the persons I 
want to do it." 

**And is that all you want us to do? Troth, 
it's us that can do id complate. The devil brake 
me step, but we'd kill all the landlords in Ireland 
for plinty o' money, so we would, an' fine sport it 
would be for us, too," said the Omadhaun. 

Even the yillanous agent seemed shocked at 
this willing avowal, and at the spirited manner in 
which his murderous plan was accepted. And he 
thought within that these same ruffians would as 
lief kill himself for money as they would kill Lord 
Ironhoof ; but he dismissed the thought, and en- 
tered spiritedly into the death bargain with the 
ruffians. 

" How much will you do the work for ? Let us 
get to business at once," he said, in an undertone. 

"Well, as he is a lord, you know," replied 
Regan, '* he is dearer to kill than a common man, 
and to be sure we'll expect more for the job. The 
laste sum we could do id for is fifty pounds. That 
is my sintamints, purvidin' me frind the Omadhaun 
is agreeable." 

"To be sure I am," said the latter. "The 
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devil brake me step bat I'd kill half the landlords 
in Ireland for that sum meself^ so I would^" 

*^ It doesn*t matter what you'd do, I won't un- 
dertake the task any less/' said Began. 

"Well," said Hogg, "that is a good sum of 
PK)ney, yet I have no objections to pay it to you 
when, you have done your work." 

" Arrah, be aisy, Misther Hogg, wo don't give 
throat in our Une, for all that you are an ovId 
customer of <m;s," said Began, with a wicked 
ineaning glance> that madQ the heartless old. Hogg 
writhe under its effecti, 

"You are an ould customer^ but at the same 
time the Omadhaun and Co. have no intention of 
thrusting you/' 

" Not a bit," said the Omadhaun. 

" Very well, I will pay you each twenty pounds 
now, and the remainder when your work is done." 

" Agreed !" shouted the Omadhaun. " Devil 
brake me step, but Misther Hogg is a dacint man 
in his bargain. Come Began, don't be too hard 
on him now." 

" All right," said Began, and the pseudo-land- 
lord counted the money over to them, which they 
I^d away, and bidding their master " good night," 
they left his apartment. 

^^ Whoit d'ye think is the cause of Hogg gettin' 
us to murdher Lord Ironhoof?" inquired the 



THE WlEffiCEED HOMESTEADS. 271 

Omadhaun of Began, after they had left Hogg's 

house. 

** What would I think ? but that it is to get his 

property to be shure." 

*^ Look at that now !" said the Omadhaun. 
**Do you think we'll be caught? The devil 
brake me step, but I'm beginnin' to get a little 
narvous now.^* 

^' Don't be such a fool as to think we'll be 
caught; you had great courage before Hogg. 
There is no fear of us to be caught. Some o^ 
the starvin' beggars that are mindin' their prayers 
and their business will swing for id, but we won't, 
never fear." 

In a few days afterwards, all Gastlevale and the 
surrounding neighbourhood were in an uproar ; 
Lord Ironhoof had been brutally murdered as he 
was returning from a shooting party one night. 
His skull was most mercilessly beaten in with 
some blunt instrument, and no clue to the actual 
murderer could be obtained. Several persons upon 
whom Lord Ironhoof served notices to quit were 
arrested on suspicion. Some of them got trans- 
portation for life, and others were discharged after 
several remands. Such was the unhappy ignoblo 
fate of the spendthr^t tyrant, who bad made a 
weapon for his own destruction ; and who, instead. 
of looking after the affairs of his estates, chose to 
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dwell among the glittering pomp of London, or 
the gambling tables of Baden-Baden — which 
proved ihe ignis fatwis that led him on to ruin 
and death. Meanwhile, his agent, Mr. Hogg, 
prospered and hoarded np the wealth of his acres, 
which, in the onfortonate lord's name, he had 
wrong from the poor straggling fiEunilies whom he 
had turned ont on the wayside to die, or beg their 
bread from* door to door — to be an incumbrance, a 
drag-chain on the more fortunate of their class, 
who were allowed under the rigid rule to earn an 
existence, but whose whole lives were one nervous 
chaotic dream from which they feared to awake 
some morning evicted and homeless. 



Years have gone by since the murder of Lord 
Ironhoof^ yet no clue as to the actual murderers 
has as yet transpired. Mr. Hogg, who is now 
landlord in his stead, still continues to administer 
the law, notwithstanding his advanced age. Our 
hero and heroine to whom we will bid adieu ! in 
the familiar names we knew them by throughout 
of Louis and Evelyn, continue to live comfortably 
in Esker House, beloved and respected by the 
surrounding tenantry. Their son Gerald, who, 
after his father's return went to College again to 
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complete bis studies^ is now a priest in France^ 
reTered and admired by all wbo know bim. I 
need not add tbat Louis provided a more com- 
fortable bostelry in Castlevale for bis brotber 
Peter O'Dowd and bis wife, and tbat tbeir motber 
continued to live witb Louis and Evelyn in Esker 
House. Fatber Dwyer is no longer bunted for 
offering up tbe Holy Sacrifice of tbe Mass, as be 
bas a neat cbapel wbicb stands in tbe old cburcb- 
yard, and tbougb be is considerably advanced in 
years, bis voice is raised incessantly against tbe 
iniquitous land system tbat tends to keep tbe fair 
" Isle of tbe West" in a perpetual state of revolu- 
tionary excitement. Tbere is a backneyed saying 
made use of by some tbeorists, wbo know but 
little of tbe correct solution of tbe *' Land Ques-' 
tion," namely, tbat " Tenant-rigbt is Landlord 
wrong;" but its fallacy is too obvious to need 
any particular notice. Parliament bas passed a 
law for tbe protection of game from tbe rude 
hand of tbe poacber, to secure it for tbe legitimate 
sportsman's enjoyment. Cannot tbe legislature 
pass even sucb a law for tbe security of God's 
creatures wbicb He made to *' His own image and 
likeness" against tbe rude and beartless oppressioi^ 
of sucb poacbers of bumanity as Ironboof and 
Hogg, and tbereby secure for tbem tbe enjoyment 

18 
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of Ood's blessings here, that they may hope for 
the eternal enjoyment of His bliss hereafter? 
Need I add, that such a law^ is *' Fixity of Tennre 
at Fair Eents." 



THE END. 
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Ret. Dr. ULLATHORNE, Bishop of Birmingham. 

HOLT RULE OP ST. BENEDICT, 

THE PATRIARCH OF WESTERN MONKS, 
Translated by a Priest of Mount Melleray^ clotU^te<l<^dj^5«i^ 

price One &tL\\\\\i^« 



^ Published by Richardson and Son. 

WORKS BY THE REV. FATHER SUFFIELD, O.S.D. 

THIS DAT PUBLISHED. 4th Edition, price 6d. and 8d. 

BT. DOMINIC AND ST. THOMAS AQUINAS. Patrons of 
Rosarians, and of Angelic Warfare. Being Lectures 
delivered at Nevrcastle-on-Tyne and Liverpool, vrith. 
abstract of Rules and Indulgences of the Confiraternity 
of the Angelio Warfare. 

THE CROWN OF JESUS. 

Price 28. and upwards. 

THE "crown of JESUS MUSiC.» 

Approved by Ecclesiastical Authority. 

Zn 4 Parts, prioe of each Part, 28. 6d. in Paper Wrapper— 
In Stiff Cover 3s.-ZIalf bonnd, 4s. 

The Little Crown, price 6J. and upwards. 
Crown Hjrmn Book. 3d. 

ContalninflT &4.0 ENGI*ISH and LATIN HYMNS, 

forming the most complete collection of Hjanns for 
Churches, Private Chapels, Colleges, Convents, Sphools. 
Confraternities, and for all the Festivals, Seasons and 
Kovenas of the Tear. 



THE "CROWN HYMM BOOK MUSIC,» 

Containing simple and beautiful Music for all the Hymns in 
the Crown Hymn Book : also Gregorian tones and one 
Benediction Service. The arrangement of the Music is 
adapted for eitlier the Organ, Harmonium, or Piano Forte, 
and embraces 310 Airs. Price 6s. 

"the penny prayer BOOK" 

For Singing of Mass for Cliildren, Benediction, Rosary, 
Missions, and Sunday School ^Selected from the ** Crown 
of Jesus" as a Companion for Missions. 

COmPLETE ROSARY BOOK 

Most useful to the Clergy and Laity; containing every 
information as to the Bosary, and Our Lady's ** Guard of 
Honour," i.e. the " Perpetual Rosary." 60 pages, One Penny 

BEADS — Dominican Beads for use of Rosary Con- 
fraternities, and Perpetual Rosary.— Ditto, ifith the 15 
Decades.— Tertiary Office Beads. 

Mfedals of Rosary and Angelic Warfare, large size 
Js, 6d. per dozen— smaU^ 4d. pex dox^n. 



Published by Richardson and Son. 

THIS DAY, 
In One Volume small Svo,, 500 pages, price. 5s. 

The Paradise of the Earth ; 

OR, THE 

True means for finding Happiness 
in the Religious State, 

According; to the Bules of the Masters of Spiritnal Life. 
Orif^inally published with the approbation of several French 
Bishops, and many Relif^ious Superiors and Directors. 

BY ABBS SANSON. 
Author of the Happiness of Religions Houses. 
Mow first translated by 

Bev. Father Ignatius Sisk, 

St. Bernard^ Abbey. 

IN THE PRESS, 
AND SPEEDILY WILL BE PUBLISHED. 



Life and Select Writings of 

THE VENEBABLE SERVANT OF GOD 

LOUIS MARIE QRIQNON DE MONTFORT, 

MISSIONARY APOSTOLIC, 

Tertiary of the Holy Order of St. Doxnlnio, 

And Founder of the Congregation of the MissionariM 

of the Holy Ghost, and of that of the 

Daughters of Wisdom, 

Translated from the French by 

A SECULAR PRIEST 
Of the Third Order of Penance of St. Dominic. 

Amongst the writings will be found the Prayer for the 
Missionaries of the Holy Ghost, of which the late 
Father Faber has said, tliat ** Hiiice the Apostolical Epistles, 
it would be hard to find words which burn so marvel- 
lously," and to which he earnestly refers *' all those who 
find it hard to keep up, under their numberless trials, the 
first fires of the love of souls." (Preface to Treatise on True 
Devotion to B. V. M.) 

Amongst the writings will also be found a short Treatise 
of the Servant of God on the B. Virgin, called the *' Secret 
of Mary," recently published at Poitiers, with the impri' 
maiur of Mgr. Pie, and of which twenty thousand copies 
have been printed. 

** I cannot think of a higher work, or a broader vocaitwvDL 
for any one, than the simple spreadwvt o\V\5a% v%.^vKv»x ^vsj^^st 
tion ot'the Ven. Grignon de MouUv^yv?* (,¥T.^tt^'a?^^x^^5ekR«i 
to Treatise oa True DevoUou to ^.N • \A»^ . 



Ptiblished by Richardson and Son. 

IN THE PRESS, and Speedily will be Pnbllsbed. 

Meditations on the Life of the 
BLESSED VIRGIN, 

For every ^7 tn the Month, suitable for all Seasons, 
▲nd espeeially for the MONTH of MA.Y, preceded by a 

LETTER FROM MCR, DUPANLOUP. 

Bishop of Orleans, 
WITH ▲ PREFACE BT 

HIS emCE THE ARCHBISHOP OF WESTWIISTEB, 

May Carols; 

OR THE MONTH OF MARY, 

A New Edition with large additions. 
BY AUBREY DE VERE, ESQ. 

Simon Peter & Simon Magus. 

A Legendary History of the Apostles and First 

Christians in Rome, after the Italian of Padre O. Franco, 

B.J., by the author of ■' Contemporary Annals of Rome,** 

" Patranas," Ac,, &c., (with Author's permission.) 

Sermons for Sundays and Festivals, 

And on PARTICT7LAR OCCASIONS, by the late 

BT. BEV. MONS. HENBY WEEDALL, D.D., Y-G. 

And Provost of Birmingham, 

Arranged and edited by his early Friend, 

F. C. HUSENBETH, D.D., V.G., 

Provost of Northampton. 

The Chieftain's Daughter, 

A LEGEND OF SYBIL HEADy 

And other Poems, 

BY EDWARD HENEAGE DEBmO. 
In ♦•« Garland) a Tale of a Transition Time. 
MARION HONV A.UD, ot Tm\% ti.\id Triumphs. 



